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Oh, lady fair! from out thy lofty place,' 

"Where beanreirly dews perennially fall, 

Bestow one glance, the feeble stFain to gracB^ 

Of him,' who; ventaresome, dotfi oast his all 

96rth on the world: thougK it should fall, 

'9^et will he hope that be may touch some 8tfiDg> 

Some warm emotion into being call, 

To live and brighten in eternal spring, 

When earthly things grow dim before theip mighty Sjft^' 



PREFACE. 



This book would certainly never have beeifc 
published, had not the author relied on the leni- 
ency of those who are to be its judges. Ho can 
not deny that the " faults are as thick as dust in 
vacant chambers, " but hopes that some few beau- 
ties may be found to redeem its general character.. 
It is what it professes to be — the poetical efforts 
of a youth. Many of the pieces were written in 
the author's sixteenth and seventeenth years — 
some few prior even to that. He has not yet 
aittained his nineteenth year. Though this is no 
reason why the book should not be judged by 
itself, and on its merits alone, still it must excuse, 
in some degree, whatever inaccuracies may be 
found in it. It has proved a source of pleasure 
to the author himself, and he hopes that it may 
contribute in some degree to the satisfaction of 
others. No^ man can be insensible to the fondness^ 



av TREPACB. 

with which he looks upon his youthful efforts, m 
whatever direction they may have been exerted: 
they remain a source of the most exquisite grati- 
fication to him throu^ life; anS, however high a 
^position he may attain in the eye of the world, he 
still loves to look back and trace the progress of 
his mind^ throingh all its steps, until it reaches the 
j)re8Qnt time. Trusting that this may be deemed 
a*Bufficient excuse for this faulty volume, the 
author tremblingly puts forth these, his first and 
Immature productions, hoping that at some future 
day ho* may be able to attain to a higher excel- 
lence than they possess. 

«St. LouiS; Nov. Sd, 18S6L 
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THE AUTHOR: 



A PROLOGUE TO THE POEMS 



On ! nature's noblest gift, my gray goose quill. 
Slave of my thoughts, obedient to my will j 
Torn from thy parent bird to form a pen. 
That mighty instrument of little men : 
The pen, foredoomed to aid the mental throes 
Of brains that labor big with verse or prose. 
Though nymphs forsake, and critics may deride. 
The lover's solace and the author's pride 1 

Bybon. 



I SING the Author: in these later days, 
He still commands his modicum of praise; 
Damp from the press his reeking volumes fly, 
To please the taste, and to delight the eye. 
Yet not, as in the good old times agone, 
An author's labor with his work is done. 
In serial numbers now he seeks to shine, 
(A good excuse for ev'ry clumsy line), 
And looks not only for reward in fame — 
The empty honors of an empty name — 
But seeks somewhat substantial for his pains, 
Gets all bemoan — and calls them honest gains. 

B 



10 THE AUTHOR. 

Far lighter labors please the nation more 

Than learned works that flourish'd years before; 

While magazines, in monthly parts, go ronnd, 

And big reviews, with names of thund'ring sound, 

And lyceums, lectures, book-clubs, every where abound. 

E'en Dickens thus is number'd through the town, 

And gains an audience when he dares to frown ; 

While "Boz," in huge itah'cs, boldly stands, 

To link his readers in its golden bands. 

Nor this alone — not telegraph — nor steam. 

And novels printed by the yard or ream, 

Can cope with this, the wonder of the times, 

To gain our shillings and extract our dimes. 

*' The head, su: — yes — proclaims the inner man ; 

Come forward, gentlemen, learn while ye can ; 

Just have a chart — your head is very good, 

If I were you, sh*, certainly I would." 

Hear, then, at once the mania of the age: 

Gold fills all thoughts, and glows on ev'ry page; 

Oold haunts our dreams; and though our slumbers deep, 

The magic name will rouse us from our sleep. 

Gold can for all evils, all misdeeds, atone, 

Fills ev'ry sigh, and causes every groan. 

We Iwe fast, move fast, eat fast, and so die. 

And all for yellow dust to gain a full supply. 

Yet, though the Muses are no more divine, 
Nor votaries kneel in worship at their shrine ; 
Though all the ancient landmarks are defaced, 
By which the progress of the mind is traced; 
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Thongh sweet Simplicity has fled the clime, 
And turgid phrases only suit the time; 
While the Sublime, upon her t«tt'ring thronei 
And Beauty, Inspiration, live cmknown ; 
Still, still again, shall they renew their blo«m, 
Life, Nature, Poesy, their reign resume. 
Hail 1 Poesy, forever mayst thou shine, 
Not more than mortal, and yet half divine ; 
fiere once again awake to life — arise, 
And peal your native anthem to the skies ; 
While ev'ry land and ev'ry shore's acclaim 
Combine to swell the triumphs of thy fame, 
And yield new honors to thy sacred name. 
What, though the age — too practical — deride^ 
And point with scorn to where your works abide^ 
Yet, pleasing bards, your birthright high console^ 
To ope new beauties on our wearied souls. 
IThis be your aim : ne'er prostitute for hire 
The harp that should be strung to notes of fire } 
And be it asked with truthfulness no more, 
Where has the sphrit fled that ruled of yore ? 
Where the distinctive badge that Plato wore t 

To please these times, the daily presses striTo ; 
On others' brains, in blest fruition, thrive ; 
While vending hawkers through the streets reheano 
Their varied stores, nor ask the aid of verse* 
Behold the editor sublime uprears 
^ His ample front, surrounded by his peers;" 
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High throned above the multitudes who praise, 
Enjoys his honors, and usurps his bays : 
With rival candidates holds endless strife, 
" A wordy war that perils not his life." 
Yet sooth, my friend, 'tis useless to abuse ; 
What were a man without the aid of news ? 
Thee, NewSf well doth the truthful poet call, 
*•* Something to all men, and to some men all." 

I sing the Author — not as once caressed, 
By lords and ladies deem'd a welcome guest : 
The gaping stock of plodding drones, who hmo 
That all in books was, as the Scripture, true — 
Bi^t as he i^ at this, the present day, 
And in what manner pass his hours away; 
Skg, Muse, of duns and landlords, once the pest 
Of poets all, who waited their behest ; 
Where have they fled ? where do their ashes rest ? 
Ht^ve we no more their dread commands to fear ? 
Are they no longer to be courted here ? 
Gone are those times, when authors would surpass, 
Themselves in garrets ; 'neath the blaze of gas, 
They now consume whole reams of lily white. 
And ,waste a page for ev'ry line they write. 
Yet, shall we say that they no longer glow ; 
That on their minds no bright ideas flow ? 
Par be 't from this, my unresisting Muse, 
To dare to sing her weak, unworthy views ; 
Or dwell on strains far, far beyond her reach, 
Such as an Irving or a Dickens teach. 
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I hail not these ; in lieu of doing more, 
I only gaze, and wonder, and adore. 

Where yonder mansion's modest portals rise, 
Half hid in flow'rs, to guard from l3uming skies, 
Blest in his wife, his children and his friends. 
The Author now the vale of life descends. 
There will you find him at the early dawn, 
From boist'rous noise and party strife withdrawn, 
Where books on books, in order duly ranged, 
Denote how much the times and taste have changed. 
There, when the mellow shades of evening fall 
On peasant's cot and monarch's lordly hall. 
There will you find him, still engaged in dreams, 
Filling, in thought, imaginary reams. 

Is this like life ? Then take another 45cene: 
Mark the dim eye, and note the weary mien. 
There, when the midnight hour in silence deep 
Broods o'er the world, fast lock'd in ebon sleep, 
While all around has sunk to that repose 
Which only night in her deep stillness knows — 

There, toiling on, though whirls the dizzy head, 
And ev'ry sense save weariness has fled, 
Behold the lonely author at his work; 
And is it strange that in his pages lurk 
Phrases of scorn, expressions rife with wo. 
Such as those only who have tasted, know ? 
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To-morrow's dawn sliall see him with the^gaj. 
Laughing to scorn all thonghts of care awaj* 
And he is popular ; has drank of fame. 
And all the boasted hocK)rs of a name. 
Oh I were they worth these hours of sikint grief f 
Codd they to misery bring a sweet relief? 
Then might we say the task were nobly done, 
And he had triumphed In what he had won. 

Yet, if this picture too obscure appear, 
'TIS one at least of rare occurrence here ; 
More truthful far it would be found, I ween, 
If England, not Columbia, were the scene. 
Seek we, then, now our own, our native strand, 
Blest freedom's home, religion's chosen land. 
Oh I say if bard and banker may, combined. 
Exist in^ harmony within the mind ? 
This fact let Sprague^ *' in nature's name, attest,'^ 
And doubtful souls forever set at rest. 

« 

Far from the quiet joys of country life, 

*Mid scenes of turbulence and daily strife : 

Where the great city rolls its living tide. 

And want, and wo, and poverty abide: 

Where Commerce holds her court, and scurvy Trade^ 

With all her snares, doth ev'ry walk invade : 

" Where Vice, triumphant, holds her sov'reign sway^ 

And men, through life, her willing slaves obey: " 

And little aims and low desires are found. 

And thought^ debased, soars not above the ground i 
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Through gloomy entries guide the loaded feet, 
Clogg'd with pollutions from the miry street, 
To where, shut in on ev'ry side by bales, 
And piles of boxes, which could tell strange tales: 
The merchant sits — the man of equal mind — 
In all reverses still alike resigned. 
Seek we the author here ? Turn not away, 
Here over all the beams of fancy play ; 
Judgment sits throned upon the massy brow. 
And thought indulged but reaps her harvest now. 
Yet hero he ne'er indulges in the strain ; 
Thought could not seek her native sphere again. 
When all the duties of the day are done. 
And in the west descends the fiery sun ; 
When ledgers, closed, are placed in safe retreat, 
And homeward plod the lab'rer's weary feet, 
Then, in congenial cares, he seeks repose. 
And, patient, labors to the volume's close. 
This is the author of the present age, 
Who stamps his nation's genius on his page. 

In pristine days, when yet the world was young, 
'Neath Grecian skies, a noble poet sung. 
A blind old man, but mighty in his wo, 
Whom after nations were foredoom'd to know. 
Drew the rapt crowd to listen to his strain, 
That o'er the mind, as o'er the heart, will reign. 
Hail, venerable bard I Oh ! what to thee 
Was poverty's unchang'able decree 1 
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** Though thirteen cities claimed the Homer dead, 

Throngh which the living Homer begg'd his bread,'* 

Still inspiration could his soul release. 

To seek in numbers all the calms of peace ; 

Still could the fire pent up within divine, 

For each new trial but the brighter shine; 

" To virtue wake the pulses of the heart," 

And bid the warm tear from its fountain start. 

Then passed away full many a weary year, 

Ere one like thee was destined to appear. 

Heaved with her painful throes old mother earth : 

Time scarce could bring another such to birth. 

At length he came ; and like to thine his fate. 

Who, while he lived, classed Shakspeare with the great ? 

Not till the breath forsook the mortal clay. 

Not till the spirit passed from earth away, 

Did any know what greatness lay enshrined 

Within the compass of that mighty mind. 

Next Byron rose, and set the world on fire, 
With the wild music of his untamed lyre ; 
Spoke to the heart, and told its secret springs — 
Alike in peasants, and alike in kings. 
Sang his dark spirit to the whisp'ring wave, 
And doom'd a corsair to a living grave. 

Then Milton's muse, the Holy Ghost was made 
To gain him laurels that should never fade. 
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For who shall say what he has left untold ? 
Who dare again the book of fate unfold ? 

Where has the spirit of these heroes gone ? 

Like them, there is not left a single one. 

And shall it then be said that England's eliine, 

Is the lone wonder of all future time ? 

Shall not a kindred spirit rise again, 

In this fair land beyond the western main ? 

Hail, Observation, hail I aid the Muse, 
Escaping error, to transfix her hues ; 
To sing the cause why all these bards have fled, 
While glory only slumbers with the dead ; 
To paint the times at least in truthful guise, 
And show wherein our strength, our weakness lies. 
Rofl round the eye — survey the motley crew 
Of poetasters, pass in long review. 
See the struck crowd, in emulation vain, 
Now pen an ode or elegaic strain. 
Has not authorial madness reached its height, 
When every stripling now essays to write ; 
When silly tales and ribald jokes go round. 
To banish reason, and to taste confound ; 
And would-be dramatists unlock their stores. 
And England's hirelings seek our friendly shores, 
To shine in print — and, with impartial eye, 
To scan our imperfections — and decry ? 
When these, combined o'er truth and justice, sway, 
And stand the precious systems of the day ? 
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Oh I what a catalogue should we rehearse, 
How deep, how wide, how ample be the verSe, 
To tell of all the muckle loads of trash — 
Novels, poems, plays — inspired by love of cash : 
Or sing the praises of the teeming press, 
That floods our marts to make our wisdom less. 
Here penny pamphlets through the market swarm. 
Here rival minstrels, rival factions charm. 
Essays on slavery strive to win the prize, 
Spasmodic tragedies in dire confusion rise. 

And yet in this, although a weakness, view 

The germ, at least, of what is good and true: 

When, after some few fleeting years have past, 

The changing level will be fixed at last — 

These varied wonders yield to common sense, 

And folly dissipate, and mists dispense. 

Here lies our strength ; though genius be possessed, 

Time, care, and labor have to work the rest. 

Some happy talent inspires at the start. 

But after that we trust to years and art. 

So here our youthful land, whose embryo mind 

Has never yet its limits had defined, 

Is too redundant, and remains obscure, 

Weak in its efforts, and in wisdom poor; 

But history can show no better sign. 

To prove her future mission half divine. 

Time shall correct her faults — her virtues base — 

And add to genius, elegance and grace. 
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Thus then, my country, though no hallow'd name 

Reflect on thee the brightness of its fame; 

Though now, in this too money-making age, 

No Milton's muse is stamped upon the page ; 

Still in thy future annals we can trace, 

That thou shalt hold no secondary place. 

What, though no Homer strike the glowing lyre, 

And tell thy noble deeds ia words of fire — 

Nor Scott, nor Byron have arisen here, 

" Like certain stars shot madly from their sphere" — 

Here yet shall Coleridge tune the gentle lay, 

Here Shelley shed the intellectual ray ; 

While e'en the Drama^ to her promise true, 

Shall boast a Shakspeare sprung to life anew, 

And Waller's sweetness, Qtway's strength combine, 

To breathe in magic numbers through the line: 

The torch shall be relit at Genius' urn. 

And Inspiration live in " werds that bum," 

And woo to earth by her especial pen 

** The tongues of angels for the thoughts of mea." 

There be, perhaps, who think their lot is hard ;. 
Who deem themselves from lists of fame debarred. 
Because not born to hold a lofty place, 
And live immortal through each fleeting race, 
They view their station with disgust, and feel 
Fell discontent through all their pleasures steal. 
To such this brief epitome of life 
May be of use, and cheer them in the strife^ 
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Certain persons certain men will praise : 

So do their fancies run in diflTrent ways. 

The. man of business, as to all is known, 

Will praise those natures that are like his own ; 

Who, like himself, to daily labor go, 

And all the ills and cares of making know. 

The man of letters takes the other side, 
And praises those who have but letters tried ; 
Consumptive toils of authorship, who find 
The only ones congenial to their mind. 
He thinks it, too, a more ignoble aim, 
To strive for riches than to strive for fame ; 
And while he laiids the author to the skies, 
Affects the man of business to despise. 

Thus, all men are made equal by this rule ; 
For sure a fool will praise a brother fool : 
Yet so the world — search all creation round, 
A man unprejudiced will not be found. 

Then there are some who follow with the crowd : 
When it allows, by them it is allowed ; 
And when they scorn the mightiest of them all, 
They strut the monarchs of this little ball. 

And thus, in your sphere, you may be as great, 
And honored, too, as those who rule the state. 
Merit does not always get its due desert ; 
Nor are the first, though so they seem, unhurt. 
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Above them still, no matter where they rise, 
A better yet will always meet their eyes. 

Now wane the hours, and life has reach'd its close : 

This is the time for reason and repose. 

Now all the follies of his youth are past. 

And wrinkled age has sought his home at last. 

His labor done, he rests upon his bays, 

And writes no more for pleasure or for praise. 

Now former scenes have nearly lost their charm ; 

His once-loved works no more his bosom warm. 

All earthly things are fading from his sight. 

Before the mystery of the coming night — 

Or dawn, perchance, of an eternal day, 

Where weeping shall be o'er, and sorrow pass away. 

Look on that picture first; then turn the gaze. 
And look on this : seek we the public ways. 
Hemm'd in by rows of buildings, note but one — 
In height and breadth, at least, surpassed by none. 
Here sits the Autlior, in his easy chair, 
And o'er his shoulders waves his silver hah*. 
This is the ofl&ce of the Morning Gem^ 
Skill'd to applaud and able to condemn ; 
The far-famed editor of which is known 
To ev'ry hearth. His days of youth are done ; 
His earthly circuit has been well-nigh run ; 
Yet, in his age, he figures as of yore. 
And keeps his laurels now by earning more. 
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" My pensive pnblic, wherefore look yon sad ?" 
Why hang your head, and why exclaim, " Too bad! 
More trash ! And by a minor, too ! What next 
May we not loot for ? 'Tis a vain pretext ! 
Some silly fool, with more conceit than brains, 
Expects our praise in guerdon for his pains. 
Oh, direful age I the mania 's reached its height. 
And ev'ry school-boy now attempts to write." 

But, why this outbreak I Is it, then, a crime, 
For a vain stripling to concoct a rhyme ? 
Whatever you do, you must at least commence, 
Be it in rhyme, or law, or eloquence. 
What better time than yoiith, then, to essay. 
For later efforts thus to pave the way ? 
What, though the book be full of faults ? why, then, 
We must do something else, and twit the pen. 
** Tis pleasant, sure, to see one's name in print — 
A book 's a book, although there 's nothing in 't^'^ 
And then our fancy will have had its way, 
if, as 9m author, we exist a day. 



POEMS. 



LITTLE FLORENCE, 



Little Florence, 
With her blushes and her curls, 
Seems the sweetest of all girls : 

If she speak, 

Dimples break, 
And her mouth seems dropping pearls. 

Little Florence, 
Casting sheep's-eycs upon me, 
Is a child of earth in glee : 

For all this, 

The sly miss 
flight a little angel be. 

Little Florence, 
Like a wood-nymph, glances by — 
So airily she seems to fly 

Here and there*: 

Not a care 
Dims the love-light in her eye. 
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Little Florence 
Looks adown the span of years, 
Half in smiles and half in tears : 

What she sees, 

By degrees 
In her height'ning blush appears. 

Little Florence 
Has a pure and lovely mind, 
Which can good in all things find : 

Love on earth 

Gave her birth, 
And within her lies enshrined. 

Little Florence I 
Though a lowly lot be thine. 
All the graces in thee shine ; 

In thy breast 

All is rest, 
Lovely messenger divine ! 



TO * * *. 



Ths heavy dews lay on the evening air, 

And I lay near to thee ; 
The west was crimsoned with the idddea glare. 

And glowed above the sea ; 

The stars had rallied ronnd their virgin qneen 

In the bloe vault above ; 
And earth below was bathed in silver sheen : 

I longed to speak of love — 

To cla£p thee, yielding, to my throbbmg hearty 

Close where its pnlses sweep — 
To say, in life or death we would not part 

From that communion deep. 

The moonlight hours, when erst we roamed alone 

Upon the sandy beach, 
Thronged on my soul, and lent my words a tone 

They ne'er before could reach. 



2ff TO 



«««^ 



I spoke my oyerflowing spirits' hoar^ 

In wild impassioned style — 
I worshiped thee, on bended knees adered — 

And thoa wert calm the while t 

I sued foe one soft glance of thy dark eyes. 

To bid me h<^e to live : — 
Fool that I was, I nught have asked the skies- 

As well a star to give I 

Tbo dist^fit torrent beat the vacant air. 

Low rambling on^the ear ; 
And in their echoes breathed the fiend DespaiF, 

That oolj I might- hear. 

I 

A moment then you- gazed on heaven's boon, 

The earth and aznre sky: — 
" ' Go, plnck bright honor from the pale-f*ced moon,^ 

Or bid the sea grow dry." 



ALICE 



As one who, wearied with his journey, doth alight 
And seek a resting-place where he may be secure 
From harm and the rude favors of the chilly night, — 
So, in this desert world, thou, chaste andpare^ 
Like a sweet vision, shalt forevermore 
Remain a star of hope to those who^ on this earth. 
Have found but little goodness, and less worth. 

An alabaster whiteness marks thy brow — 

Type of the pure mind 

That lies enshrined 

Beyond its marble front, and finds in warblmgs low 

Eternal indications of its inward 

And immortal workings, each in each combined. 

An eye, in whose far crystal depths of blue 

A spirit dwells, that, once aroused, shall die 

Not in this world or the next — soft as the dew 

That falls in summer, and in bead-like drops doth rie- 

Upon the velvet grass. A mass of golden hau", 

That hides, and yet a snowy neck reveals. 

These all are thine, oh, thou divinely fan* I — 

A vision, such as on the mmd too rarely steals. 

Telling that virtue is its own reward. 
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Oh, sweet, sweet Alice! in thy timid glance, 

The twinkling of thy fairy feet, is seen 

As much of beauty as in summer-trance 

The mind will sometimes shape, with a soft sheen 

Around it and above; but not on earth 

Has loveliness like thine had birth 

Before, and never will again — 

So like sweet spring-time on the level plain 

And sleeping valleys, coming in a '* sun-lit fall of rain." 

Made up of smiles and tears, 

Of hopes and fears. 

And full of love, within thy future years 

I see foreshadowings that thou shall flood the eartb 

With beauty, that in thy pure heart alone hath birth. 

When the mind siuks down 

Prom heavy care and the world's cruel frown, 

Alice, sweet Alice, 

Then will it turn to thee. 

And thou a source of strength shalt be, 

Alice, sweet Alice ! 

In thy tenderness and truth, 

It shall then renew its youth, 

And hopeless it shall brighten. 

And heavy it shall lighten. 

From its grief, and find relief 

That will never prove too brief, 

Alice, sweet Alice I 



THE DEAD. 



In the cold grave they are lying, 
With the oak tree o'er them sighing, 
As the breeze, 
From distant seas, 
Through his branches, dying, dying. 
Sadly goes, sadly goes. 

With a sudden gust and swell, 
And a fitful, solemn close, 
Ever whispering farewell 
Words like these: 
From the womb to the tomb. 

From the cradle to the grave, 
From pattering feet to the winding sheet, 
Dawnmg mind to Lethe's wave. 

Toll the bell for the departed, 
That have left us broken-hearted, 

All alone, 

To our weary moan, 
And the tear which death has started. 
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They have left ns, they have left us, 

Never to return again; 
God, in goodness, has bereft us: 
He in love can heal our pain, 
Though they've flown. 
From the womb to the tomb, 

From the cradle to the grave, 
From pattering feet to the winding sheet, 
Dawning mind to Lethe's wave. 

Mother earth, in kind embraces, 
Folds their mute and lifeless faces, 
Low on her breast — 
A dreamless rest 
From their loug accustomed places. 
Not forever, not forever ; 

One the slumbrous spell shall break ; 
One the bonds of death can sever: I 

He shall bid them s^U awake. | 

They will be blest ; 
None shall molest; 
None be depressM. 
From the womb to the tomb. 

From the cradle to the grave, 
From care and strife to eternal life, 
Griefs billow to a noiseless wave. 



\ 



f » 






FAME. 



. t 



To tears! — A precipice upheaved 

Its jagged head in au*; 
To tears! — I saw a heart bereaved^ -^ 

Behind it came Beq^air. 



Upon thatipinnade there dwelt 

A form of beauty rife: 
Save one^ it oo degires felt — 

On earth, eternal life. 

And jet, so burning thevdesire 
To live, men named it OB^ame: 

Its heart, its brain, its soul were fire - 
An inward, scorching flame. 

And this, this was its only hope — 

To lure another on. 
With danger and with doubt to cope, 

Till it that height had won. 



T 
( 



82 



And then the one that songht to deuq^ 

That phantom to his breast, 
Were better at his dying gasp, 

Or in his grave at rest. 

The form that seemed to him so fair. 

That lured him to the rock. 
Then yanished into empty air. 

And left him to the shock. | 

'^ The grief, the cank^, and the worm ^^ 

Fed on his yictun's sod ; 
And still he held him by a charm, 

Beyond his will's control. 

He bound him to that fatal place; 

He filled his mind with fears ; 
He made him hate his brother's face; 

For food he gaye him tears. 



I 

k 
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LINES. 



Her rnby mouth was slightly broken. 

Showing pearly rows within: — 
To impress on it a token, 

Would it be a mortal sin? 
But I see, by the soft rippling 

Of the circles round her lips, 
That I ne'er would leave off tippling, 

While such nectar dwelt in sips. 

I can scarcely leave off gazing, 

Scarce my eyes from her remove; 
I can never leave off praising — 

Sure she must divine my love. 
But the laughing queen so gaily 

Leaves me in my rhapsodies, 
That, although I meet her daily, 

I must shun her roguish eyes. 



THE DREAM. 



A LADY lay ^Q a silken coach, 

And the cooling breeze her temples fann'd: 
On her side reposed a pearly liand, 
And her lips were parted, while a smile 
Hover'd their corners round the while. 
For the trath of this I cannot ¥OQch; 
But, pois'd on wing, a sprite of the air 
Seem'd all intent on the picture fair, 
Till at last, with a buzzing sound, he stooped, 
And over her face a shadow drooped. 
Then I saw what did appear 
Like to a single briny tear, 
Slowly creeping down her cheek, 
While she strove in vain to speak; 
And, also, that the shape departed, 
And she rose up broken-hearted, — 
With so much sadness in her look, 
Trhat it could not be mistook: 
And I knew what she had known. 
For my spirit cuught ike tone. 



THE DREAM. 85 

As she was dreaming of one loved well, 
She thought she saw his form appearing — 
All her fond soul within her cheering ; 
And she into his arms was springing — 
E'en around his neck was clinging ; 
For she loved him more than words could tell ; — 
When, lo I her dream changed, and from her eje 
A single drop oozed silently : 
She saw the ^hrond and figure beneath, 
And knew her lover reposed in death. 

Then I saw, like one subdued 

Into a never-changing mood. 

That she rose up from her fate. 

In all the strength of virtue great. 

And bound her spirit, though ^twas breaking, 

E'en while the stern duty taking 

On itself of doing good. 

And forcing into cheerful mood 

Feelings that would droop and die, 

Only bat to live on high. 



EVENING MUSINGS, 



" Behold, the world 
Bests ; and her tired inhabitants have paused 
From trouble and turmoil." 

The summer breezes softly blow, 
The birds with music fill the air, 

The sunset sheds a mellow glow. 
And evening settles calm and fair. 

See the gorgeous western sky, 

Rob'd in canopy of gold; 
Clouds on clouds piPd mountains high, 

Wrapp'd in many a clust'ring fold. 

By the lake the castle stands, 

O'ergrown with ivy, clothed in moss — 
Rais'd long ago by unknown hands — 

While at its base the wavelets toss. 

The relic of a former age, 

It stands in gloomy grandeur now: 
Its date is found on classic page. 

Bat few its quiet beauties know. 
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The soft green grass lies spread aroand, 

A carpet nature could but place; 
And many a hidden flow'r is found, 

That would an Eastern garden grace* 

The sun, long since behind the hill, 

Was lost upon the gazer's sight; 
And all is quiet, all is still, 

In this soft season of delight. 

The gentle swell breaks on the shore; 

The foam-bells lightly glance aside; 
The moon her mellow light sheds o'er, 

And gladdens all the prospect wide. 

In solitude I muse alone, 

While Frtucy holds her varied course, 
And ponder on the vast unknown, 

Or trace the spirit to its source. 

When heaven's illumin'd vault on high, 
Bedeck 'd with stars, in glory shines — 

Those jewels which adorn the sky. 
Richer than all Peruvian mines — 

I love to wander, thoughtful, here. 
While happiness pervades the soul; 

" And tired mind, released from care," 
Sublimely soars beyond control. 
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As thus I gaze npon the pile 

Of crumbling dust, which yet is grand,. 
I think of many a one whose smile 

Now shines but in the better land. 

It reminds me of the forms 
That wont to wander by my side, 

That now are safe from worldly storms, 
And whom no ill can e'er betide. 

The dead, the dead! Their mem'ry still 
Shall linger in the feeling heart; 

Their presence shall its chapel fill, 
And ne'er through life that shrine depart. 



IMAGl^IKGS. 



When Winter spreads his icy fold, 

And wraps the world in mantle cold, — 

While the evening settles down 

On the village and the town, 

And the wind is sighing drear 

To the lonely wayfarer's ear, — 

To my study I retire, 

And, gazing on the cheerful fire, 

Lose my mind in visions dim 

Of pillar'd dome, and chanted hymn^ 

And long and silent convents, where 

The cowled monks retire to prayer; — 

Or, by the flickering taper's light. 

Close watching out the silent night, 

Beside the body cold and dead. 

From which the lamp of life is fled, 

The widow lifts her thoughts on high,. 

And scarcely breathes the wish to die.- 

Oft I turn my gaze aroand, 

In the silence so profound. 

As some warning noise I seem 

To hear, or fashion in my dream ; 



I 
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Then, secure, my mind once more 

Turns to the poet's misty lore, 

And scans, throughout the depths of versei 

The meaning and the moral terse, 

Which hidden lie from vnlgar riew, 

And only yield to science true. 

The fire-light, shining through the gloom, 

Just shows the objects m the room. 

Tinging, with a lurid ray, 

The library and the arm-chair gray; 

And, fiick'ring o'er the plaster'd wall, 

With many a quiet glare and fall, 

All up, upon the surface, rears 

A host in arms, with serried spears. 

And widening ranks and double squares, 

And combatants that fight by pairs — 

All mixed and in confusion thrown. 

Like some armies often shown. 

Often, too, some ancient tower. 

In the spirit seems to lower. 

But fades away before the eye. 

The relic of an age gone by ; 

Yet, evanishing away, 

Lifts from the mind the dost that lay 

O'er those tales of olden time, 

Blazon'd forUi in many a rhyme, 

And brings m bold relief the past. 

Though long in shades of darkness cast. 



REFLECTIONS ON LOOKING AT 
MY BROTHER'S PICTURE. 



" I had a brother dear, who died 

In childhood's openitrg bloom, 
And many a sad and tender thought 

Springs from his eflrly tomb. 
I see him yet, with locks of gold, 

And eyes of heavenly blue, 
With pale, pale brow, though ruddy cheeki^ 

Twm roses bathed in dew." 



Paint semblance of a form once dearl 
Although mine eye denies a tear, 
And I am calm to look upon 
As is a figure carved in stone; 
Still, painful visions o^er me steal. 
And 1 can all too deeply feeL 

Thy look and aspect — e'en the air 
That thy broad brow at times would wear j 
The smile that lightened o'er thy cheek, 
All, starting from the canvas, speak. 
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Thej speak to me of other days, 
Of brighter sans, and fairer rays, 
That all they shone on, made more sweet, 
In walks where trod thy infant feet. 

Scarce can I deem that thon art gone. 

That I am in the world alone. 

A brother's love is most divine 

When for a sister it doth shine ; 

When in the heart it purely bums, 

And every low idea spurns. 

But, for a second self, it seems 

It well might haunt our sweetest dreams ; 

Such sympathy will bear a part 

With ev'ry string that nerves the heart. 

I stood beside thy resting place. 

And could not look upon thy face ; 

The clods fell with a heavy sound, 

That waked the echoes far around. 

And closed the grave where thou wast laid, 

Beneath the waving oak-tree's shade — 

Alas I ne'er from it to return. 

All vainly as my heart would yearn. 

I've looked upon the grassy mound, 
Where thou dost slumber in the ground, 
Foil many a time since that sad hour, 
A storm-cloud o'er my heart didlow'r. 



HY BBOTHEl^'S PICTUBE. 4Z 

liODg fiSnce, the sorrow for the claji 
That wmng it ^then, has pass'd away. 
I torn me to a brighter shore, 
Where troubles shall be known no more ; 
Where thy pare spirit, freed, did rise 
To dwell with Ctod beyond the skies. 

Gat off from life in prime of yoatby 
When thy heart trusted in its truth, 
Before the evil days had come, 
When thou in paths of sin might roani| 
Our hope, our trust, we place in Ood, 
And bow beneath &is chastening rod. 
•He dealt the stroke that laid us low. 
And He will bless us in our wo. 

A morning-glory, twining round 
A broken pillar near thee found, 
Galls up Reflection's dreamy Uain 
Of images not all in vain. 
Thou wast a morning-glory here, 
Bright shining in thy little sphere ; 
Braising thy meek head the whiloi 
To wm from love a passing smile. 
Thy goodness knew no bonnds — thy 80ul| 
As yet, was free from earth's control; 
But, like the pillar, thou wast brokeUi 
And our grief cannot be spoken^ 
Though we know in Ganaan's land, 
A perfect column^ thou shalt stand* - 



TO MY MOTHEB- 



Wherever I stray in after years. 

Where'er my steps may roam, 
111 9ften thinky perhaps with tears^ 

Of mother, and of home. 

I neyer can a weakness deem 

My heartfelt love for thee, 
Who watch'd o'er childhood's ey'ry dream, 

And taught me ^t thy knee. 

The ample joys that blest my life, 

My yet nntntor'd sonl, 
Before I leam'd, 'midst daily strife. 

The art of self-control, 

Win often come with doable power, 

Wherever my path shall lay ; 
And when the clouds of sorrow lower, 

Will chttsa those clouds away. 
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Words cannot speak the l^ankfol mind, 

The warm and earnest heart ; 
Its tendrils have aroond thee twined. 

And hard 'twill be to part 

Hard to go forth 'midst other scenes, 

And battle with the crowd ; 
Where scarce a bright spot intervenes, 

Bat all are stem and prond. 

Though poor this offering — 'tis my all. 

The best I have to give ; 
Oh I wonld for this, thongh systems faH, 

My homble strain might live — 

To witness the devotion true, 

The love with which it burns, 
And irom the harsh and cruel world, 

now unto thee it turns. 



TO S. T. CLETENGER; 

TH» SCULPTOR, 
Wlio died on bis paisage 1iom« with his family from Italy. 



Hail, heaven bom ^eniosl lost too sooiii. 
Before thy manhood reached its dood. 
The wind, with a perpetnal moan, 

Sweeps o'er the ruthless sea; 
And in its dreary, solemn tone, 

There breathes a sigh for thee. 
For thee, enshrined in many hearts^ 

Before whose lofty name 
Each idol from its throne departs, 

Thus yielding to thy fame. 

And thou hast foond a watery- grave. 
Deep, deep, beneath the ocean wave. 
Was there no hand on high to save ? 
Thy mission was bat half performed, 

Thy hopes were in their spring; 
Bat the senseless dust thy chisel warmed^ 
Shall live thy praise to sing. 



^TO B. V. CLEYENOER. 4t 

Heay'n saw thee all anfit for strife^ 

Too sensitive by far; 
It claimed again the boon of life, 

And changed thee to a star."*^ 

There often, in the stilly night, 
When fades away the <Um twilight, 
Thou watchest over those remaining,. 
Contented still, and uncomplaining. 
For soon they know the strife shall cease^ 
That they shall gain a sweet release; 
And, yielding up their earthly trust, 
Shall slnmber in the silent dust. 

But then, transformed, an angel band, 
They'll roam, with thee, the better land 
Thou art not lost, though thou hast fled 

To that far distant shore. 
And, numbered with the sleeping dead, 

Can visit them no more. 
Still, still they trace thy master mind, 

In forms of faultless grace; 
And know that thou has left behind 
A blessing to thy race. 

Again thy smile shall on them shine, 
Not mortal or but half divine, 

* His portrait denotes him to have been one of the most sensitlTe of 
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Bat, freed from every grosser taint, 

To all but them denied, 
'Twill be the blessing of a saint, 

No more to earth allied. 

What, though all objects fade away? 
What, though they live no more? 

Yet thou host made, from lifeless clay. 
What shall through time endure. 
Oh I what a blessed birthrighj), then, 
To live among the sons of men; 
When the frail mortal coil is broken, 
Surviving still in many a token, 
Through ages yet unborn to live, 
" Who take the boon they could not give." 



THE TROUBLED NIGHT. 



The marky cloads overhang the sky; 

No mooQ gives forth her gentle ray; 
The rising wind goes moaning by, 

To cireait earth ere dawn of day; 
While often gleams th' electric light — 
The troubled night! the troubled night! 

Hark to the thunder's deaf ning roar, 
That, rumbling, echoes far around 1 

List to the pattering raiinlrops pour, 
Amid the darkness so profound! 

The midnight hour enshrouds the earth, 

As Chaos, ere she sprung to earth. 

Oh, boisterous Wind! oh, threatening Sky! 

And thou, the heaving, madd'ning Main! 
Hear, 'midst the uproar, and reply, 

When will ye sink to peace again? 
E'en now the storm-cloud lowers in sight — 
The troubled night! the troubled nightl 



.« 
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Thus, the poor traveler in life, 
Cast down by oft-repeated woes, 

And, weary of its scene of strife, 
Looks forward bnt to see its close. 

On every side a desert lies. 

Beneath his wild, despairing eyes. 



Upon his unprotected head 
The tempest all its fnry poars, 

And scarce a single ray is shed — 
A gleam of hope — ^to chase the hoann 

All, all appears a general blight — 

The troubled night! the troubled nightt 



Now, louder roR the bolts above, 
And wilder shrieks the angry sea. 

As if its barriers to remove, 

And deluge earth with furious glee. 

There is no pause the shocks between; 

No promise of repose is seen. 



Yet, e'en while aU thus dark appears, 
Behold the morning breaking through! 

The heavy clouds have spent their tears, 
And earth revives to life anew; 

While many a scene of rare delight 

Succeeds upon the troubled night. 
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And thus, when darkest seems life's path, 
And stricken hearts prefer the prayer 

That heav'n avert from them its wrath, 
Lo! blessings wait them every where. 

The darkest hoar is jost before 

The tempest and the storm give o'er. 



So, when the morning star shall gleams 
TJ{K>n the front of dawning day, 

They Ml greet with joy the gentle beam^ 
And hopefally parsae their way; 

Nor know again beneath its light 

The troubled night! ihie troubled night f 



SONNET. 



When o'er the past I cast my backward view, 
And think what I have seen, what I have borne. 

The hope will still present itself anew, 
That not far distant is the coming mom. 

Sorrow and strife my spirit long have worn, 
And now I faint beneath the weary load; 

And many a day forever lost I moam, 
That should have seen me farther on the road 
That leads to learning's deep, retired abode. 

But outward things have beeu to me adverse, 
And oft my spirit has been overflowed. 

And it has seemed my lot could be no worse. 

But I do hope that all will yet be right, 

And that the day will dawn upon the troubled night. 



ODE TO MAY. 



Bail, Queen of Roses ! Once agaioy 

To deck our fields in green, 
Thy sun dispels llie A pril rain. 

And gladdens every scene. 
Again thy portion of the year 

Arrives, with tokens bright: 
Winter's cold no more we fear 

While basking in thy light. 
Hail, Queen of Roses I Month divine, 
The brightest in the seasons, shine 1 

The birds make musical the trees — 

Thus welcoming thy birth; 
And flowers scent the cooling breeze, 

And beautify the earth. 
'* The shiver of the insect's wing,'** 

That through thy garden pla>s, 
Lulls us with melodies of spriug, 

And thoughts of happier da}£. 
How do we love thy gentle smile! 
Thy sunny hours our hcarlib legiillc. 

We love, upon the grassy mound^ 
Thy velvet robe to see, 
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And thiidL how manj hearts are foiind 

That, answering, beat to thee. 
They feel thy hope in ey'ry vein; 

Thy happiness they own: 
Like thee, they have no thought of pain^ 
Like thine, dark days have flown, 
A blessing thou by heaven decreed, 
And such a one as man doth need. 

Bright faces in the throngs appear 

That crowd thy wide domain, 
And mirthful ^es are sparkling here, 

And fruitful is the plain. 
The herald thou of juicy fruit 
That luscious pulp displays; 
And dainties, that the palate suit, 
Are ripened by thy rays: 
Thou standest here in robe arrayed, 
A blest and modest, blushing maid. 
• 

The pleasant spring once more arrives, 

And brooks are murm'ring round, 
With hum of bees from out the hives — 

No inharmonious sound. 
The far-off lowing of the kine. 

The sheep-bells tinkling near — 
Such lulling sounds are only thine, 

Sweet season of the year I 
Beneath the shade of lofty trees. 
How sweet to feel the cooling breezel 



HYMN. 57 



He gave to him the Bible, 

And guides him to success: 
He leads us, by the Comforter, 
In pastures green and gay: — 
We have no friend like Jesus, 
To keep us in the way. 



THE DREAM 



I. 



Lol I thoaght,'tis useless all, 

Why should 1 longer fret and strive? 

Storms will heat, and troubles fall; 
Nothing good is born to thrive. 



II. 



Envy wings her vemoned dart — 
Ahl too certain in its aim; 

In the wounded, bleeding heart, 
Sinks its arrow-head of flame. 



m. 



Ever toiling, groping on, 

Filled with pain and helpless wo, 
Till the rest of death be won; 

Oh I that merit thus should go. 



THE DREAM. £9 



IV. 

Man that is of woman bom, 
Short and evil is his hour; 
'He fleeth as the clouds of morn; 
His life is like the summer flower. 

y. 

All is vain — there's nouglit below: 
Who can tell what is above? 

If our moments onward flow. 
To conduct at length to love — 

VI. 

Or to what? Mysterious life, 
Dare a mortal speak of thee, 

Of ev'ry sin and evil rife, 
Ev'ry good so perfect free? 

vn. 

Thus I reasoned, all alone, 
Self-communing witli my soul, 

Nigh forsook her wonted throne, 
So loud and long tl^e sl-orm did roll 

VIII. 

Then, mcthought, the senses slept, 

All the outer world was lost; 
While within a current crept, 
* By the softest breezes tost. 
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IX. 

While two dusky shapes in air 
Hover'd o'er my drooping head;: 

One was radiant, bright and fair, 
And around a perfnnie shed. 

X. 

Bat the other, dark and stem, 

Bore upon his brow a frown, 
And his eye-balls seemed to barn 

Throagb my frame from foot to crewn, 

XI. 

Thas he spoke: " I am thy fate^ 
Thine evil angel from thy birth; 

Bow, bow, repentance comes too late, 
And thoQ most mix with kindred earth. 

XII. 

*' All evil thoa hast ever done 

Shall before thee soon arise^ 
And thou be blotted, as the son^ 

In the judgment from the skies. 

XIII. 

*' Misery shall dodge thy path; 

Sorrow shaU thy speech confound f 
And, devoted mito wrath, 

Thou shalt sink to depths profound. ' 
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XIV, 

^ Glance throagh thy backward life and see 
What thoa hast doae to merit rest; 

What single moment wast thou free 
From sin, the plague-spot and the jpest. 

"^ Thou wast conceived in sin, brought forth - 
Aye, born — in wickedness and paui; 

And thy first breath, so little worth, 
Was but a link unto the chain. 

XVI. 

"** And thou hast crucified thy Lord 
Full often since thy natal hour; 

And poured contempt upon His Word, 
And cocked His sov'reign will and power. 

XYU. 

'* Thine unrcgenerated heart 
Is a foul garden, grown with weeds; 

Till death shall strike thee with his dart, 
Of ev'ry crime it bears the seeds. 

XVUL 

^' How hast thou dared at life to rail? 

To vent upon thy God thy spleen? 
Bow, mortal, tremble and grow pale, 

For thus shall close thy earthly scene." 
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XIX. 



He ceased. Despair had settled round; 

A black cload, like a foaeral paU,> • 
Came slowly settling to the ground, 

Aiid darkness brooded over all. ' 



And tlien a still, small yoice there came,. 

A faint %ht in the st£tgnant gloom;, 
So BnaHRy at first, the flickMng flame, 

That darker, blacker seemed the room; 

XXIV 

But steadily its brightness grew 

Until it gilded earth and heav'n; - ^ 

And mellower in its reflex shone 
Than the refulgent moon at even! 

xxn* 

And then it spoke that soft low tone — 
*^Now thou hast h'stened to thy fate;. 

And think^st thou, thou art left undone, 
And that repentance comes too latet 

XZUI. 

" Look up, look up. Is it thy course^. 
Thy future history, told too true? 

Learn that, for better or for worse. 
For good or evil, rests with you^ 
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XXIV, 

" Thou hast an influence o'er it still; 

Yea, e'en can change it all, entire; 
A moral agent, free of will, 

It rests with thee, thy whole desure. 

XXV. 

" Seek good, shun evil, while you can, 
Control thy destiny, the power 

Is given thee, by heaven's plan. 
If you but seize the present hour. 

XXVI. 

" Now, now, be all, thy ev'ry thought; 

The future shines but to delude, 
And all thy dreams shall come to nought; 

The present still is rife with good." 



XXVII* 

Thus entranced my spirit lay, 
Soothed into unruffled peace; 

And the sunlight changed to gray, 
Ere that slumbrous calm did cease. 
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PART FIRST. 

I. 

Can art the loved and lost restore, 

Or bring again the dead ones gone 
To that far distant, unknown shore, 
The goal their earthly course has won? 
Oh I can its pencil paint the inward mind 
With all it wished for, all it hoped to find? 

n. 

That eye of melting tenderness, 

That roll'd through liquid depths of blue; 
Those thin, pale lips, that would express 
More than at times they cared to do; 
Ah I starting from the canvas, even here, 
I see thee now, as once in days more dear. 

in. 

Yes, for they were the days of youth; 
Days that I ne'er can know again; 
When my heart trusted in its truth, 
With scarce a thought of care or pain; 
When hours flew by unnoticed on their wing. 
And all was bright beyond imagining. 
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IV. 

Can I forget thy cottage home? 

Its roof of simple thatch, \hat rose 
Upon my sight, when I would roam 
Down by the stream at evening'^s close? 
Long shall my heart cling round that time gone by, 
When Gertrude bloom'd the fairest 'neath the sky. 

V. 

Thus gazing on thy counterpart, 

Reminds me of thine early doom. 
When, struck by death's relentless dart, 
You sought the cold and silent tomb. 
And, glancing backward at those faded years, 
I would record thy history in tears. 

VI. 

That parsonage, how like it seems, 

That dear hereditary shade; 
The scene of childhood's sunny dreams. 
And memories that shall never fade; 
That peaceful home, where those most dear to me 
Smiled often on my boyish sports and glee. 

VII. 

My father's form, his silver hair. 

Type of his three-score years and ten — 

Aye, e'en the look he used to wear, 
All, all appear to me again. 
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His venerable face, his modest mein, 
As though reflected in a mirror seen. 



VIII. 



So, too, mv mother's accents break 

Across the interveniiig space. 
The mist of years, that could not wake 
Her spirit from its resting pkice. 
Tliey bring with them full many a loving thought, 
Of how to soothe each little grief she sought. 



IX. 

The village church, its tapering spire, 

Its patch of green enclosed around ; 
Its high-back'd pews, and dismal choir. 
That dealt in strains of lofty sound: 
Oh 1 doth it stand, uncrumbled yet by time? 
Its bell, as once, ring out its merry chime? 



X. 

There first I saw your angel face, 

That afterwards I learned to prize; 
Your form of beauty and of grace 
There beam'd at first upon my eyes. 
I knew not then — oh I would I could have known 
What sorrow yet should claim thee for its own. 
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XI. 

Brother and sister then we grew, 

And roved together, lost to earthy 
While our sweet fafa-y world, whose hue* 
Was snch as in young hearts has birth^ 
Held us enchained beneath its mystic ring, 
Within whose bounds reigned an eternal luring, 

XII. 

©hi we were happy, for the light 
Of innocence upheld the charm ; 
And He who vindicates the right, 
Protected us from sin and harm. 
The glassy stream, the whispering woodland grove;- 
The Yoice of birds — all nature spoke His love.. 

XIII. 

Oh I lost too soon — we had to part;, 

I left my home for learning's fane,. 

To delve in mysteries of art, 

Securing knowledge, but by pain. 

The simple scenes we loved, I left behind^ 

A sterner pleasure than they gave to find^ 

XIV. 

That parting heur, that parting hour, 
When called frcMn. those I loved away. 

Sweeps o^erthe mind with double power. 
At this far distant, later day.^ 
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How many things then claimed a last farewell, 
Since who, if ever, my return could tell. 



XV. 



I left for years — for weary years, 

That slowly, slowly flitted by; 
Long vanished with their hopes and fears. 
They rise again upon the eye — 
The dull routine that marked my college life. 
Its mimic world of passion and of strife. 



XVI. 



I think of that eventful eve; 

The morrow's dawn would see me gone; 
I sought your cottage to receive 
The blessing of an honored one. 
The old grand dame, who, now that you beside 
Had none to guide you, sought herself to guide. 



XVII. 

And then, beneath the solemn moon. 

We stood beside your parents' grave, 
Rememl)ering how all too soon 
They left you the cold world to brave. 
And there we parted, with a fond embrace; 
Tis holy ground whoever treads that place. 
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XVIII. 

But scarce a single twelvemonth passed, 

Ere I received a blotted note, 
That old. grand dame had breathed her last, 
And sailed in Charon's mystic boat; 
And now, when few upon the orphan smiled, 
My father made thee his adopted child. 

XIX. 

And after that appears a blank; 

I only know I labored hard, 
And deep from wisdom's fountain drank, 
And scann'd the verse of Latin bard. 
Time on his arbitrary wing had flown ; 
My course was ended, and my absence done. 

XX. 

The sky was cloudless and serene; 

The cooling breeze came wafted far, 
O'er limpid waves and groves of green, 
To this our Western Hemisphere. 
The birds high-wheeled, o'er earth, in upper air, 
Soaring to heaven, to sing their praises there. 

XXI. 

Dear Nature, in a thousand forms, 
Spoke peace unto the feeling soul, 

Exhibited a thousand charms. 
To elevate beyond control. 
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Oh I eaith was beautiful as Eden's bloom, 
Where death was pulseless, aud sia had no room. 

XXII. 

« 

Twas on this mom I sought agaia 

The scene of childhood's simple hours; 
II gave my steed an easy rein, 

And bounded on through beds of flowers. 
"They were all there to meet me, at the door, 
My father's form, my mother's voice <M)ce more. 

XXIII. 

(But what a vision met my sight I 

What glory beamed upon my roadi 
What being born in realms of light. 
Had sought this nether world's abode? 
TransGxed and spell-bound at the view, I stood, 
For angel tongues seem'd whispering Gertrude. 

XXIV. 

''Twaa thee, 'twas thee, a woman now. 

Full formed, in beauty rich and rare; 
With lofty, intellectual brow. 

And heavenly eyes, and golden hair. 
Yet thou wert pro'id, juid scarce would condescend 
A single glance on one like me to bend. 
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XXV. 

But tliere was one to whom you knelt, 
• And this it took not long to learn ; 
Deep, deep, within the bosom felt 

That love each other God would spnro. 

And who was he, that called this worship forth? 

Oh I what was he, that he could know its worth? 

XXVI. 

A stranger in thy fatherland ; 

Some foreign Count of hideous name, 
Whose menial soul could not expand 
Beneath the brightness of its fame. 
That thou should'st turn to him for weal or wo; — 
Oh! would to God that he had spared the blow. 

XXVII, 

Yes, thou wert changed — and though besought 

By friends who loved thee all too well, 
Thy soul within the snare was caught, 
Thy spirit from its birthright fell. 
They warned thee, for 'twas all that they could do, 
Save praying heaven to keep thee good and true. 

XXVIII. 

They liked him not — he w^ore an air 
Of mystery they could not probe; 

It hung about him even there, 
Enveloped him as in a robe. 
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Yet could they naught against him bring to bear, 
And, fcariug him, could only say beware. 

XXTX. 

I hated him. I looked within, 

And traced the cnrrent dark and dread; 
I knew him for a man of sin. 
And, yes, I wished that you were dead. 
I strove with thee, and even while you spurned, 
Thy coming fate within my bosom burned. 

XXX. 

But it was vain. That dreadful morn — 

I hope ne'er such again to see — 

Upon the wind the news was borne, 

And all the valley wept for thee. 

For when that morn its rosy wings unfnrl'd. 

It looked on thee, a wand'rcr in tlie world. 
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PART SECOND. 



I. 



Time brings an end to ev'ry wo. 

Deep, deep, indeed, must sorrow be, 
If long the briny tear-drop flow, 
When Nature laughs around in glee: 
Insensibly she calms the mind's despair, 
And on the spirit breathes a purer air. 

II. 

Time bids the heart to leap once more — 

Reyealiug we are not undone, 
And the affliction we deplore 
Shall yet through all its changes run — 
From deepest gloom, when we are sunk in m'ght, 
To dawn's pale gleam, and then to glorious light. 

III. 

The trav'ler on the mountain's brow, 

The pilgrim in the vale below, 
And those who through the ocean plough, 
In frailest barks, shall catch its glow: 
O'er all, through all, triumphant it shall shine — 
Light, holy light, the messenger divine I 
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IV. 

And thus the hearts that loved thee best 

Were stricken by thy hapless lot; 
And long was sorrow's shade their guest, 
And long they mourned that thou wert not: 
Bat heaven, at length, the heavy load removed 
That spoke their truth, and told how much they loved. 



v. 

And yet across their minds would sweep, 

At times, the memory of all, 
And rouse the grief that, lulled asleep, 
Gould waken at the slightest call. 
Thou shouldst have known how round thee then they clung 
And how, with vain ^egrets, their hearts were wrung. 



VI. 

And once, when this wild longing reigned. 

And where thou fiedst I fain would learn 
If yet thy honor was unstained — 
Each low idea thou couldst spurn. 
I sought, in distant lands, to find release, 
And woo again the gentle dews of peace. 



VII. 

Perhaps he called thee wife: — that tie, 
80 holy and so blameless here, 
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Perhaps was knitted, and the die 

Was cast thift bound thee to thy sphere. 
But, better far — ohl far — it would have foeeoi 
If thou his fated form hadst never seen. * 



vin. , 

I felt this deeply, truly then, 

That thou hadst better been unborn: — 
How deeply, read it here again; 
How truly, to thy doom 1 turn. 
Hadst thou not lived untainted once by eartb^ 
Thou hadst not fallen and belied thy birth. 

IX. 

But I must on. — The night was cold; 
The stars had all died out on high; 
And, from the dim cathedral, tolled 
The hour of ten: — a long-drawn sigh 
Disturbed the air, and reached the ear of some, 
Who stopped, but could not tell from whence it come. 

X. 

Amid the gloom they looked around; 
But all was hushed and quiet now. 
They called — they heard no answ'ring sound. 
And turaed again, as they would go. 
Bat, hark I — a groanl — ** Was it not like distress!!'' 
Another! — ** List! — which way? — can no one guessP* 
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XI. 

♦* What ♦g that?" " What 's what?'* <* That — don't 
yoa see?'* 
** There on that step?" " No, that one there." 
** It 's nothing." '* What I Stand here by me.— 
NoWy look I Come, be awak^l Don't stare I 
Now, can't you see?" ** It 's not a woman, sure?"" 
" What is it, then?" " I knew it was beforel" 

XII. 

They raised thee up: — life had not fled, 
Though near the vital spark had flown. 
Best and repose their blessings shed, 
And thou to health had nearly grown, 
WTien, trav'ling on my way, I came: — 
I saw thee — heard thee — found thee not the same: 

xiu. 

A lasting change had o'er thee passed: — 

The grief and wo that God had dealt, 
A shadow o^er thy heart had cast. 
Which every one around thee felt. 
Ah! hard, indeed, had been the fatal blow — 
Bitter the grief thou wert foredoomed to know^ 

XIV. 

We sought the home of happier days;: 
We sought the scenes to mem'ry dear; 



GERTRUDE. 7.7 

And hoped the sun might shed his rays 
On eyes once dimmed by sorrow's* tear — 
The sun of peace, of love, of hqpe, of life. 
Too rarely known in this world's ceaseless ^trifa 



Thy story soon was told: — the one 

Who should have been a help to thee, 
Through a long course of sin had run^ 
And filled thy life with misery. 
That lifel — What was it, had it been unstained — 
When all was lost, had virtue still remained? 



XVI. 

Too true, we found as we had feared: — 

You left the place where you were bom. 
And by full many a tie endeared — 
A mark for contumely and scorn. 
Alas I you left home, friendship, kindred, all; 
Nor maid, nor wife, no one ever might thee ealL 

xvn. 

We came once more: — my father's hand 

Was kindly placed upon your head. 
And aU forgiven. — Could he withstand 
The one for whom his heart had bled? 
My mother, too, had clasped thee in her arms, 
And bid thee rest secure from all alarms. 
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xvin. 

And many friends around thee came, 

And welcomed thee with falling voice, 
Though knowing well thy depth of shame 



Knowing that sin had been thy choice. 
We all had deemed that this would calm thy pain r- 
It could not be — you never smiled again. 

XIX. 

Was this the Gertrude once of yore, 

The blue^yed spirit of delight? 
Was this the form that once she bore^ 
Ere sunk her star in endless night? 
Oh! who could tell what sorrow had been hers? — 
None but the Power that good and ill confers. 



You faded from the earth awav — 

A stricken flower, drooped and died; 
And there in that sweet vale we lay 
Thee, lowly, by thy parents' side. 
This is thy history — no tale of art — 
A ample story of a failing heart. 



LIFE'S GUIDING STAR. 



Nursing his spirit's inward flame, 
Wearied and spent with toil, he came. 
His boyhood's haunts, when day was o'er; 
The whisp'ring grove, the rocky shore; 
His cottage home, long since no more; 
Tlie well-remembered tones of those 
Who sympathized in all his woes; 
His mother's knee, where he was taught 
To seek the God his parents sought; 
His father's pride and earnest gaze. 
His words of love, of hope, of praise; 
His brother's answering shout, sent back 
From silent glen and forest-track; 
His sister's laugh, in days of yore, 
With all the freedom once it bore; — 
These thronged his soul, and roused the tears 
That had not mastered him for years. 

That parting hour, that parting hour. 
Swept o'er his soul with double power. 
He thought of ti'ose he left behind — 
Alas! ne'er such again to find — 
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And sought a cold and foreign strand^ 
Far distant from his native land. 
He thought of all his hours of grief, 
And how he vainly sought relief; 
Drained to its dregs the cup of fame. 
And gloried in an empty name. 
Ambition ruled his spirit then; 
He labored for the praise of men. 
Oh, mockery! the chilling thought! 
He sold his priceless soul for nought. 



Ab by a tempest swayed, his form 

Moved answering to the inner stoma. 

He had returned — who came to greet 

His weary, wand'ring homeward feet? 

None, none were there. They all were fled, 

Their names were numbered with the dead; 

And he, the last of all his race, 

Had come to seek a resting place. 

And he had hoped that when he came. 

Heralded by notes of fame, 

To find his happiest moments still. 

Where erst he wander'd, free at will, 

Surrounded by the few he loved, 

Before his reckless steps had roved. 

He thought the strife within would cease, 

The war of passion sink to peace — 

What with that word had he to do? 

Must he — the conqueror — deign to sue — 
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He, who through life, in rest or war, 
AmbLtioQ made his guiding star? 



The evening curtain closed aronnd, 
And wra^'t the world in sleep profound. 
The scene was fair. The glassy stream 
Flashed back again the moonlight gleam, 
And, winding down the mountain side. 
Rolled in a crystal flood its tide. 
The stars their quiet radiance shed, 
And faintly twinkled overhead — 
The Queen of Heaven looked calmly down 
On virtue's smile, and envy's frown. 
And there, while sunk in that repose, 
Which tranquil evening only knows, 
Tlie village lay — one woke to weep, 
And wish in vain the boon of sleep. 
But, suddenly, a still, small voice 
Spoke to his soul, " Make me thy choice. 
Though thou hast sinn'd before my face. 
There's triumph in redeeming grace." 
lie heard the voice — it calmed the strife, 
And woke his better part to life. 
And, oh I he cried, though all condemn, 
There's One who will not overwhelm. 
When tempests gather over head, 
And ev'ry ray of hope has fled, 
That Friend remains — 'tis then alone 
That all His love for us is known. 
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Then I will seek that place of rest, 
And slumber on His proffered breast; 
And when the star of peace shall shine, 
Or when the gloomy night is mine, 
His name I'll shout aloud, afar, 
Be thou, be thou, ** Life's Guiding Star.'* 



A SIMPLE STORY 



In common life we often find 

That angels will intrude; 
Thej beam upon the darkened mind, 

And lead the soul to good. 

Children in form, so bright and fair. 

So innocent and pure; 
Who leave behind them everj caire, 

Whose grief cannot endure. 

How often, glancln? on our way, 
Like blessings from on high, 

That bring our better thoughts in play^ 
They pa.s in beauty by. 

And now I sing a tender scene, 

That heaven did enchain; 
Such keep our mem'ries fresh and green; 

Would they might so remain. 
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The evening shadows settle down, 
While falls the glist'ning dew; 

They wrap the village and the towH 
In robe of dusky hue. 

One little cot apart there stood, 
N With grape vines clustered o'er; 
And many a blooming flower hid 
The piazza and door. 

It was the happy home of one 
Who labored with his hands; 

Returning at the set of sun, 
How his warm heart expand&I 

The wife, she trims the evening lamp. 
And pokes the blazing coal; 

The church bell, in the spire, begins 
Its monitory toll. 

Why comes he not? The sun has sank^ 
Long since, behind the hill ; 

The birds and beasts to rest have gone, 
And yet he lingers still. 

The clock now tells an hour o'er, 

That slowly, slowly dies; 
The wife can calm her fears no more, 

That vent themselves in sighs. 
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Bat suddenly another thought, 

Like a funeral ku«ll, 
The mother's evry sense has bcund, 

As by a fairy spell. 

Where, where has Nettie gone? The child 

Whose years scarce numbered four; 
So young and fuir, so mcik and mlKl, 

What angel can be moreif 

Here hangs a tale; for Nettie*8 heart 

Was made of flesh, not stone; 
And she, to seek her father dear, 

Has wandered forth alone. 

Full long she wandered up and down, 

Not knowing where to go; 
Exploring ev'ry street in town, 

With heart brimful of wo. 

At length, however, as she passed 

An unfrequented way, 
While many a wist ul look slie cast^ 

Which way her course might lay, 

She thought she saw a dusky form 

Lie stretched upon the groun ' ; 
And when she fearlessly approached, 

A lifeless man she found. 
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Then quickly, at a Utile stream, 
Some water she procured; 

Aud bathed his Llamuij face and brow, 
Uutil life was restored. 

He proved to be a wealthy man, 

Retired there to dwell; 
Who, when he heard iiow he was saved, 

Could not his feelings telL 

And, as he asked her for her name, 
His eyes with tears overflowed; 

We trust he was a better man, 
For being warned of God. 

But this we know, that Nettie walked, 

With him, unto her door; 
Aud then, with artless words^ she said. 

Her father, he was poor. ^ 

And he returned — with looks of joy, 
His child did now perceive; 

But, when he heard the wondrous tale. 
Which he could scarce believe, 

He threw himself upon his knees, 

Return I ng thanks on high 
To Him, whom little children please. 

Far throned above the sky. 
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And never afterwards did they 

The want of coniforts know; 
And Nettie, blossed child, retained 

The love of all below. 

Bnt more by ITim whom all obey, 

Lord of thi5? roll in. ball; 
To whom all pious people pray; 

lie loved her more than nil. 



TRUST IN PROVL^ENCTB. 



^WAS on a chill November night; 

No moon was in the sky; 
The stars refused to give their light f 

The blast swept howling by; — 

Then, gathered ronnd the blazing fire^^ 

Three merry children sat; 
While near reposed the aged sire, 

Who loved their merry chat; 

And, as his ear of love would list 

Whatever they might say. 
He ev'ry worldly thought dismissed^ 

And was as lost as they. 

The youngest, Charlie, was a lad 
Whose years scarce numbered ten: 

His heart was neither good nor bad — 
Like many older jnen. 
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Now, Harry thought himself quite old — 

But fifteen years was all — 
As Susan everybody told — 

That he his own could call. 

« 

And she herself, a pretty lass — ' 

A little over eight — 
Each day consultuig with her glass, 

More haughty grew her gait. 



Then up spoke little Charlie's voice: 

*' When I a man shall be, 
A sailor\s life will be my choice; 

For, oh! I love the sea. 

" I love the ships, with sails so white. 
That, bird-Hke, swiftly move: — 

A sailor's life is my delight, 
And I'll indulge my love." 

Now, Susan, chiming in, declared, 

That she had never known 
Why people chose a roving life. 

Instead of settling down. 

A sailor's life was one of pain. 

Of hardship and of toil — 
Condemned to cross the treach'rous main, 

And tread a foreign soil. 
o 



so TRUST IN PROVIDENCJEL 

But, throwing back her pretty head, 

With ringlets circled round, 
A countess she would be, she said^ 

And worth ten thousand pound. 

Thus talking, in a careless way, 

She longer would have staid, 
But Harry said, that he no trade 

Or calling did upbraid. 

" I mean to shape my future course 

According as I can; 
Do nothing that may cause remorse, 

And be a gentleman. 

'* I mean to find some honest way 

My comforts to increase; 
To leave the rest to Providence, 

And forfeit not my peace." 

The sire, who was listening near, 

Review "d the silent past: — 
Adown his face there stole a tear, 

O'er which a shade was cast. 

" And, ohl" he thought, " did they but know 

The trials that await. 
They would not be so happy now — 

Their projects not so great. 
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"** Harry is right; — the present time 

Is all that is oar own: 
With Providence wherein to trust, 

Or else we were undone." 

Now, time passed on: some twenty years 

Had told their tedious round, 
And brought with them their hopes and fears^ 

And could no more be found. 

A sailor, Charlie did become: — 

None were so bold as he; 
But he long since had found his home 

Beneath the rolling sea. 

A countess, Susan bad appeared, 

With jewels covered o'er; 
But all her happiness had flown, 

Andvpeace was hers no more. 

But Harry, with his thoughtful brow. 

Had risen steadily; 
Had married early, and none now 

Were happier than he; 

For blooming children blessed his home| 

In whom his soul was bound: 
He never felt the wish to roam, 

And plenty smiled around. 



THE SHADOW CN THE WAY. 



When morning, radiant o'er the earth, 

Breaks in the east, 'mid clonds of gold, 
That speak the coming day-god's birth, 

Like heaven's gates on sapphire rolled, — 
I wander up the woodland slope, 

And by the stream whose ripples break. 
Like thoughts of love, and peace, and hope, 
On hearts to sorrows unawake, 

I taste the calmness of the hour — 
I feel within the spirit's power ; 
But, ohl that pleasure can not stay - 
There rests a shadow on the way I 

I lose myself in busy crowds. 

Through all the long and dreary hours. 
That only pass as silent shrouds, 

Bearmg along affection's flowers. 
Sometimes I lose the dreaded thought — 

A moment oft it dies away — 
Wisdom I gain, by sorrow bought, 

For it returns, and I am clay. 
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I know that it is for the best; 
I know that it is heaven's behest; 
I know full well it can not stay — 
Yet rests a shadow on the way! 

Tis not a canker at the heart — 

A worm that must undying stay; 
Remorse in it can have no part; — 

It yet shall blossom into day. 
But still it lingers in its cell, 

Shut out from human sympathy; 
And longer there it needs must dw^U, 
Till heaven, in kindness, bid it flee. 
Alone, alone it resteth there^ 
There is no other grief or care; 
Around it beams of heaven play — 
Yet rests a shadow on the wayl 

At length, the hours are numbered o'er; 
At length, the shades of evening fall; 
The peasant seeks his cot once more, 

And darkness closes over all: 
And then come out the twinkling stars — 

The lamp of heaven, night's virgin queen, 
A lengthened line of silver bars 

Throws o'er the wide, surrounding scene; — 
Hallowed memories rise again — 
Days long past of joy or pain; 
Smiles and tears hold sov'reign sway, 
And rests a shadow on the way! 
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Refulgent orbsl Prom your far spheres 

What melody in softness flows I 
This world of sorrow disappears, 

Aniffi the soul with rapture glows! 
Ohl held entranced by visions high, 

The slightest discord breaks the spell. 
Sound on your heavenly minstrelsy. 
And sweetly whisper all is well. 

And doth it cease? — Is it no more 
Telling of things none dare explore? 
That heavenly antliem can not play : — 
There rests a shadow on the way I 

In vain, in vain! Its tones have ceased — 

Heard no more, althou^gh not lost. 
Ah! from this pain to be released, 

To be again by sorrow tost! 
It fades into ethereal space — 

The vast unknown, the void inmiense — 
And other thoughts come on apace, 
And other dreams inspire the sense. 

Then stretch the limbs, and lay the head^ 
Upon the swelKng, yielding bed, 
Hemembering not, as in the day, 
There rests a shadow on the wayt 



TO HER WHO CAN BEST UNDERSTAND 

THEM. 



Again, again, I weave a simple lay. 

Again I strike my harp, hoping a tone 

Will come from it not all unworthy thee. 

I might suppose thou wouldst the strain despise, 

Did I not know thy heart, that would not wound 

Another — throw a shade upon liis day. 

In goodness and in meekness thou'rt alone, 

It matters not who may thy rival be, 

J^carce can I think that one like thee could rise; 

That such a spot could in this world be found, 

All else a desert, spreadmg wide around. 



There lurks a love profound within thine eyes. 
A love thou bear'st to of all human kind* 
Thy heart is full of pity for their sins; 
And if a single one thou couldst reclaim, 
'T would be a green spot in thy useful life. 
He who wins ihee, wins a glorious prize: 
(For who is there another such can find?) 
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His happiness at that blest time begins. 
No empty honors that attend a name, 
Could be a source of joy, like that, 'mid strife 
And worldly ills, of calling thee his wife. 



Time may have somewhat changed thee, and no more 
Thy heart may vibrate to the tune of times 
That now are past, ah! never to return. 
Yes, it is meet that we should o'er them mourn, 
For they have brought affliction in their train; 
And a loved face that beamed on me before, 
Has sought a home above, in happier climes. 
And thou hast seen thy kindred seek that bourne 
From which no traveler returns. We are borne 
Onward, as the wind bears the hail and rain, 
To meet them all in happier climes again. 

Yes, thou art changed, although, perhaps, again 

The memory of thy childhood might have power 

To make thee look on one, who, undeserved. 

Would win one smile from thee, to be through earth 

A star of hope, a light upon a sea, 

A tempest^tost, and all too gloomy main. 

I often think of thee, in midnight's hour, 

Who from thy line of duty hath not swerved.. 

But others are around, and thoughts have birth 

Within thy mind, that would not solace me, 

If I had power their labyrinth to see. 
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Can beauty e'er be deemed a mortal sin? 

Then art thoa lost, irrevocably lost. 

Can sweetness e'er come unrler heaven's ban? 

Then art thou banished, outcast and forlorn — 

Both, both belong to thee, thy birthright made. 

Around, above, on ev'ry side, witliin, 

The lonely bark, batter'd and tempest-tost, 

Could find no artisan, like thee, to scan 

The breaks, to mend the scams where it was torn. 

'Twould seem as though thy spirit felt no shade, 

Thou livest so for others. Who could thee upbraid? 

No more, no more. I feel that it is right 

That I should weep the fetters thrown around 

My heart, when life was in its spring. But yet, 

I mourn them not as one who'd have them broken, 

For I with thee have no desire to part. 

But times when nature will assert her right 

Are all too frequent, and the soul is bound. 

By recollections it can ne'er forget, 

In these short intervals. If a token 

Is thought of that once was thine, the heart 

Clings round that spot as though it could not part. 

Farewell, farewell. How mournful is the tone 
That vibrates in those words. As though a spell 
Had thrown its coils around me, I still linger 
O'er them, and farewell, farewell, once more, 
And yet again, will rise upon my lips. 
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Ahl were my sight couv(;yed from zone to zone. 
O^er scenes of beauty, mountain, meadow, deli, 
And crystal lalses, cleared by tlie raiglity finger 
Of God, tliat sleep in valleys, nor on shore. 
Nor sea, in which the sun departing dips — 
AH, all without thee, were one vast eclipse. 



ON THE DEATH OP MY COUSIN. 



Summer has come and clothed the world in green ; 
Bleak wintry winds have ceased to howl aronnd; 

Meandering streams through pleasant vales are seen* 
Fair Nature sheds her living beauties round, 
And health and gladness everywhere abound. 

The tuneful birds with music fill the air, 

And "God is love," is writ on earth, so wondrous fair t 

In this sweet season of the buds and flowers, 
Appearing 'neatli the touch of its soft hand, 

I wander forth, when reign the silent hours, 
And twilight settles o'er the dewy land. 

A stillness, Sabbath-like, holds empire now, 

And holy memories on care-worn hearts will flow. 

I think of one who died in youthful prime — 
Whose face I never more can look upon — 

Whose name was worthy to have lived through time — 
Whom sorrow knew, though life had just begun. 

His was that calm and holy trust in God 

That, even while it smites, will kiss His chast'ning rod. 
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Thou hast left those who sadly iponrn behind I 
Thou wast a trusting mother's only prop: — 

Her hopes are scattered as the wanton wind 
Scatters the leaves, as from the tree tliey drop. 

Ah! who shall tell what sadness wrung her heart, 

When called from thee, the one she loved so dear, to part? 



Yet knows she who for good hath dealt the blow; 

And she at His great will will not repine: 
Though in the dust His goodness lay her low, 

'T is only that she may the brighter shine — 
'T is only that He may refine the gold, 
And make her all the more a saint in mortal mould. 



There is a sister sheds the tear for thee ; 

Her spirit rightly understood thine own; 
She caughjb the fever when it laugh td in glee. 

And sympathized in trials that have flown. 
How can she think upon thine early grave, 
Unless sustained by Him whose arm alone can save? 



The tear has not yet dried upon her cheek 
(For, hke her Saviour, she may surely weep) ; 

Her wo has been more deep than words could speak — 
It will not quietly be lulled asleep. 

Old Time, the soft'ner of our rudest cares. 

Will long essay, in vain, to soothe the grief she bears. 
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A brother weeps upon thy new-made grave — 

He can not realize that thoa art gone; 
No mournful cypress doth above it wave — 

'T is consecrated by his teai*s alone. 
He does not mourn as one that has no hope; 
He looks above, beyond this bad world's narrow scope. 



Peace be with thee, bright and trustful spirit! 

Why should we grieve that thou hast left us here? 
We know thoa dost a resting-place inherit — 

That sin and sorrow can not enter there; 
We know that thou hast left us but awhile, 
And that a time will come when thou wilt on us smile. 



Farewell I — a long farewell I — we, soon or late. 
Must bid to all the living. We shall go — 

What doth it matter, or in pomp or state? — 
To the cold grave; and the earth will know 

Us no more forever: but, when we die, 

There remains for us an abiding place on high I 



TWENTY YEARS AGO, 



'^ Dear are the dajs of our youth. 



•» 



Thr air is soft and balmy, love, 

As oil our wedding day; 
T?h(; birds are singing in the grove, 

And nature all is gay. 
But, as I think of days gone by — 

For age comes on but slow — 
I feel the tear-drop dim my eye — 

Tliose twenty years agol 

Ohl we were young and happy, love, 

And thought not of decay; 
But we have trod together, love, 

A long and weary way. 
The sun is shining full as bright, 

The wind as soft doth blow; 
But age has dimmed my aching sight 

Those twenty years ago! 

Do yon remember when, love, 

At evening's holy hour, 
II ow often we alone would rove, 

And cull the scented flower? 
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Buoyant with life, for hope was new, 

Tlie days did hapfjy flow, 
But oh! love, does it seem to you 

Like twenty years ago? 

This life, at best, is sorrow, love, 

Its pleasures are but few; 
But there's a bcttei laud above, 

Which we si all shortly view. 
Yes, we shall see the hapj.y shore — 

1 feel my bosom jrlow; 
This world^s not like it was before — > 

Some twenty years ago I 

We'll keep our eyes on heaven, love, 

For all things here must Aide; 
And we will pray together, love, 

As we before have pniyed. 
And though our voices tremble, love, 

Our words though faint and low, 
Oh! we can pray the same, love. 

As twenty years ago. 



A COMPARISON. 



''Oh thou, who, plumed with strong desire, 
Wouldst float abore the earth, beware! 

A shadow tracks thy flight of fire — 
Night is coming — 

" Bright are the regions of the air, 
And among the winds and beams 

It were del ight to wander there — 
Night is coming." Shelley. 

LiKR some fair maid, with tresses floating 

Wildly in the wanton wind, 
All her soul and heart devoting, 

Tliat the elements combined — 
EVn the rain and rolling thunder, 

And the lightning's flash between; 
While the plains and meadows undiT 

Sweeps the rushing hurricane — 
llurt her not, when she, delaying 

In the wildwood fain would roam; 
Till they warn to cease from straying, 

And she files to reach her home — 

So thou, within ray soul enshriuM, 

A hij:h and pure ideal; 
The offspring of a longing mind. 

That cannot choose but feel — 
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In all thy fresliness, beanty, youth^ 

Dost fair and happy seem; 
Upon thy brow is written truth, 

Thon dream within a dream I 
That mental beauty shadows forth, 

A sweet and silver tone, 
That speaks of souls too fine for earth,. 

To common life unknown. 

They wander forth to view the scene. 

And think this world is fair, 
Where brooks and meadows intervene, 

And good seems everywhere. 
They soar to heaven with gushing song, 

Olad inspiration's voice; 
But ah I their flight is checked ere long;. 

They can no more rejoice. 
For the tempest, in its wrath. 

That e'en the coldest fears, 
Will lower on their blooming path, 

And turn their song to tears. 

What can they do but flee the sighing 

Of the elements around? 
What can they wish but they were dying,. 

Or slumbering in the ground? 
What seek they but relief from sorrow, 

Caring not how soon it come? 
They would leave for heaven to-morrow. 

E'en to-day would seek their home. 



100 A COMPARISON. 

Oh t God, itt thy wide universe, 
Some souls, ^too finely wove, 

Are all unfit their part to play - 
So full of heaven and love. 



f 



V 







UTTU aMMGE. 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 



While gazing on thy lastrous eyes, 

In their liquid depths cf blue, 
I dream I see a paradise, 

With flowers of ev'ry hae. 
For why not think a cottage dwelling, 

Far from men, may shelter me; 
And ev'ry wildwood rose excelling 

A gentle maiden, love, like thee? 

Although this earth is not like heaven. 

Yet it is very fair; 
And happiness to some is given, 

Beyond the common share. 
Would it not be full of pleasure, 

Thus to nestle all unseen; 
Finding in onr love a treasure, 

'* That would keep our mem'ries green? " 

Through the tangled wildwoods straying. 

Where the modest violets lie; 
Every sense awhile delaying, 

By the glance of eye in eye, 



108 TO A YOUNG LADY^ 

As we read each other's feelings, 

In those wmdows of the soul, 
Siyining there EQch sweet revealings 

As transport beyond control? 
Then deem it not the height of madness^ 

Thus to think and thos to dream; 
While in those soft hours of gladifess^ 

Bappiness like this doth beam*^ 



EVENING- 



When the day is gone — 
When its hours are o'^« 

And its trials, done, 
Haunt our hearts no more — 

When the soft breeze sighs 
O'er the waving streami 

And from azure skies 
Many a star doth gleam — 

Then in deep repose 
Sinks the soul to rest; 

And the spirit knows 
The feelings of the blest 

Then shall memory bind us 

In its silken chain; 
And the years behind os 

Rise to wew again — 
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ADd the thoughts that wander 
Through the bosom there, 

And the themes we ponder, 
A double meaning bear. 

This is a happy time — 
A quietness profound; 

While the solemn chime 
Of the bells rings round. 

While the golden sunlight 

Slowly fades away, 
And the lonely hours of night 

Again resume their sway. 

O'er the landscape glows 
Long lines of mellow light — 

Gilds the ruins, tips tbe boughs; 
*' How beautiful is night 1 "^ 

Ah! well we love to linger 
Where our bosoms swell. 

And hope's fairy finger 
Weaves her magic spell. 

Who would not live alone, 
And commune with his soul; 

Receive a higher tone, 
And soar beyond control? 



EVENING. Ill 



Through boundless forests rove, 
Where uature smiles to view, 

And live within her love, 
Who always has proved traef 



LINES, 



How often in the world intrade 

The gay of heart, the light of mood I 

They gleam across its moonlight night — 

A ray of sunshine, warm and bright. 

In hours when the heart sinks down, 

And fears the cold and cruel frown 

Of those who, cast in iron mould, 

Know but one pleasure — love of gold, — 

How much of gladness on its wing, 

To the lone spirit, doth it bring. 

To meet with one whose soul is warm, 

And who, through sunshine and through storm. 

Is still the same — ne'er turning back 

Before the whirlwind's scathing rack, 

Bat braving it in all its power. 

Low as the clouds of wo may lower I 

And when the star of peace is shining. 

And the spirit half divining. 

She can all its wishes meet, 

Led by '* a spirit in thefeet,^^ 

Or the sympathy she feels 

For those from whom their soul she steals, 

Scarce can we deem her mortal mere — 

A friend to man, so doubly dear. 
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Let shapes of air iu beauty glance, 
And thread the mazes of the dance, 
And let their bird-like voices meet, 
And carol strains of music sweet, — 
I will seek some other scale — 
Sach one as meril can not fail — 
All else outweighing, thus to prove 
How doubly dear the sacred love 
She feels for ail of human kind — 
To their true worth ne'er proving blind, 
Nor partial being, though the gain 
Were this whole world, with all its pain; 
But ever judges all alike. 
And, in the dark, disdains to strike, 
And would not wound another's fame. 
To gain herself a lofty name. 
And I will woo her to my side, 
And she through life shall be my guide; 
And as her height I ne'er can reach, 
ni simply listen while she teach — 
To all her mandates give good heed. 
And work her will with all my speed. 
Content that I her praise may find: — 
Such be the load-^tar of my mind I 



But where do all these graces meet? 
Whose is the " spirit in the feet, ^^ 
That nerves her philanthropic heart 
To work for others, though their smart 
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Sink deep into the soul, and make 
Her halt' afraid the load to take? 
Ohl there 's a star still gems the sky, 
Still shining when none other's nigh; 
Still twinkling through the spotless shroud: 
Type of her pnrity, the cloud 
That specks the blue serene of heaven — 
(Not bigger than a hand the while, 
And shewing best at hour of even) — 
The faintest vestige of a smile 
That oVr its p'acid face will fall, 
And make it still more calm the while. 
In her perfection finds its all. 

Once as I strayed from men away, 
And found a place where I would stay, 
I sat down on a grassy mound. 
While silence settled all around. 
The moon her crescent first displayed, 
Her mellowing light threw o'er the glade; 
Each moment still she brighter grew, 
And brought with her the glistening dew, 
That softly fell and settled down. 
And diamonded earth's velvet gown. 
Then one by one the stars came forth — 
Attendant genii at love's birth; 
But, like a maid with modest mien, 
First twinkled one almost unseen. 
That, brighter growing, showed afar 
Her emerald gleam. Sweet evening start 
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Brightest among the gems of night. 
Still shine on me with gentle light, 
And upward draw my soul away 
To things that are not made of clay! 

May, 1856. 



A CONTRAST, 



The miser hides his wealth from view, 

In some secreted place; 
Bat yoa might almost read its dae 

By the changes in his face. 



He counts his treasures o'er and o'er — 
Nought else can move his heart; 

And when his time can be no more. 
He scarce from them can part. 



But a bright contrast rises up 
Before the good man's eye, 

That looks around on ev'ry side, 
Some virtue to e«5py. 



And though it here the monster mark, 

Let it not, in disgust, 
Abandon all its noble search^ 

Unfaithful to its trust. 



Bat tion the gaze a little now: — 
There Tirtae sets her seal 

TJpon the broad uid loft; brow — 
A sign ve all most feel. 



Almost the spiiit, pare within, 
Is marked apoa tlie face; 

Almost we deem him (Vee from sin, 
^niat hearen should be his place. 



Ib not the good, if in tiie soul. 
Strong and undying, too? — 

Beyond its power to control, 
All things imbibe its hne. 



Seen throngh its eyes, the eart£ is fair 

Indeed to mortal sight; 
For heaven, already dwelling there, 

Clothes all things with iti light 




EUTHANASIA. 



May death sit easy on my brow, 
That brings relief from ev'ry carcl 

Though sliort our mortal span, allow 
Tis long enough to sojourn here. 



I would not that my bed be found 
With many a feigning mourner near; 

But that some faithful friends surround| 
To drop the fond, regretful tear. 



Then let me languish to the grave — 
In softest murmurs die away: 

Upheld by Him, with strength to save, 
Why should I fear the dawning day? 



And may no sudden noises shock — 
No discord tire the feeble ear — 

.But may I, like the crumbling rock, 
In calmness die, secure from fearl 
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Perliaps, expiring with the day, 
A 8 shades of evening settle fast, 

I'll sigh my latest breath away — 
My sweetest moment be my last. 



While I have, trusting, trod the earth. 
Few cares have beeu my lot to know: 

I covet now the better birth — 

Would gladly change the scene below. 



So, leave me to my quiet rest — 
Tiie dreamless slumber of the mind: 

I go to it no hapless guest, 

Bat, proudly, my reward to find. 



TO THE EVENING STAR. 



EXTEMPORANEOUS. 



I GAZE into the aznre sky, 

Where many a star its beauty shows, 
Bat every gem I wander by, 

To where thy modest radiance glows- 



Sweet Evening Star, sweet Evening Star, 
I hail with joy thy peaceful ray; 

Entranced, I greet thy light from far, 
That slowly, sweetly, dies away. 



So may my soul, when life shall close, 
When God shall claim the breath that's given^ 

Sink calmly, sweetly, to repose. 
And find eternal rest in heaven. 



II^ERG rose tha soft and gentle swell 

Of masic on the air. 
And, bonad as b J n faiiy spell, 

I stood in rapture there. 
Those were no tones of bate and fear, 
That fell upon the list'uing ear; 
Nor envy yet, nor cold disdain, 
Were blended with the pleasing strain. 

Love was the feeling — lo?e done, 

That gavo its witching power, 
That thrill'd, Uke magic, through the tone^ 

Heard now, as at that hoar. 
Ah] yex, I hear it in the night, 
When fondest nature pdeads her right; 
I hear it when the moraiug breaks. 
And Btill the same it e?er qieaks. 




LINES, 



CotTLD I forget each well known trace ^-' 

The smile, that brightens o'er thy face^ 

The winning laugh, the gentle tone, 

Thou vision into being grown: 

Could I remove from out mj heart 

Each, all, in which it seeks a partf. 

And never more be glad or gaj, 

But with remembrance die away — 

But no, so deep within it bums, 

That from the unequal strife it tarns, 

And asks a reason from the mind 

Why ev'ry hope should be resigned. 

It must not be. Live there and move, 

Bestless, pure, unchanging love. 

Live there in beauty, high o'er all — 

A reign with no decline, a throne which cannot fall. 

Why should I seek to gain a name? 
Why barter life for worthless fame? 
Why give up all I mfiy possess 
For that which surely cannot bless? 
Ohl give me something worthier far 
To be through life my guiding star. 



Hie social jojs, the peace profound, 

That in domestic life are foand — 

Are these not more than coarse applanw, 

Thaa seoates, camps, and civil laws? 

Than rictory and all it boasts. 

Of happiness, the meagre ghostef 

While nations land, from pole to pole, 

The names ambitions of control, 

Who atek to raise themselves above 

The servile crowds that roand them move; 

While statesmen thnnder on the stand, 

And ponr opinions o'er the land, 

And ronse admiring friends to-day, 

The next, their enemies for pay — 

"While all goes wrong, and noaght goes right, 

And men in wrangling take del^ht," 

Tkej 11 scarce miss a single arm 

That never did its neighbor harm. 

Bat seeks to find that quiet peace 

Which public life will not increase. 

Then let the heart no more delay, 

Bot wend to calmer scenes its way; 

There live beloved, and, though unknown, 

mie qiirit to its sonrca may taia. 




THE STREAMLET. 



Gently flowing, gently flowing, 
Waiid'ring streamlet on thy way; 

A forewarning of the morning, 
Which shall bri.'g an endless day. 

On thy bosom, on thy bosom, 

All unruffled by the tide, 
Through the meadow, scarce a shadow 

Finds a place where to abide. 

Tones of sweetnesf, tones of sweetness, 
From the lips we love the best, 

Like thy s'ghing and replying. 
Soothe as into blissful rest. 

Ever onward, ever onward. 
Is thy course destined to bej 

Through the river, on forever, 
To the great and boundless sea. 
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Oh I that, musing, ohl that, masing. 

It raiglit be my lot to stay 
By thy fountain, in the mountain 

And sweet valleys where you stray. 



SUPPLICATION 



Oh! Man of Woes! yet Lord of all, 
The Savior of a ransomed race; 

See, in the dast we prostrate fall, 
And sapplicate Thy pardoning grace, 

Too long by storms of sorrow tost — 

Be merciful, or we are lost. 

Oh! let Thy Spirit come agam 
From Sharon's rose, with dewy wings. 

And o'er our hearts supremely reign, 
With blessings from the King of Kings. 

The Comforter, the Holy One, 

Without whose power we are undone. 

Once in Qethsemane was known 
A tragedy of wondrous birth; 

When/ bowed with grief and sorrow down, 
He wept, the Lord of heaven and earth. 

He wept. None but a Father's eye 

Could tell that depth of agony. 
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Ohl wliat a scene for mortal sight, 

The lonely garden far removed 1 
The mystery of that fearful night, 

When thus the Saviour's strength was proved. 
The world, in pulseless silence, slept; 
The Savior of that world — he wept 

Remember, Lord, that solenm hour, 
That hour which saw Thee conquer sin; 

When the foul monster lost his power. 
That man, the clod, might glory win. 

Ohl when the tempests round us rave, 

Bemember, Lord, that hour, ^nd save. 

Save. Thou alone canst .«in forgive. 

Once conquered by thy mighty arm; 
Ohl bid the helpless suffVer live. 

Beneath Thy wing, secure from harm. 
Maker of alll thou know 'st the heart; 
Creator — thou canst heal its smart. 

Then, when the danger 's past and gone, 

May we no longefc seek to itove; 
But be our watchword, '^ On, still •on,'* 

Protected by the God of k)ve. 
And when we seek our narrow grave, 
Bemember, Lord, that hour, and save. 



LINES. 



While the blessed son is shining 
Over fields and groves of green, 

Why should mortal man, repining, 
Find no beauties in the scene? 

Why shonld he, his sorrow nursing, 
Think this world a world of wo? 

Were he but some good dispersing. 
He would different feelings know. 

While the lark soars up to heaven, 
Warbling loud her cadence clear, 

Both at morning and at even. 
Pleasure laugheth everywhere. 

Love first formed the world in beauty 
We have marr'd it by our sm; 

Now, it has become our dutp 
To enjoy it, and to win. 
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Win a conscience pure and quiet, 

And a heart that knows no ill, 
But, amid the world^s sad riot, 

Worketh still its Father's will. 

This to win is worth the striving; 

We must do it, or be lost. 
Why should we, the soul depriving 

Of the peace it wishes most, 

Still give way to doubts, despairing. 

That our fondest hopes destroy; 
When for us a Friend is caring, 

Who can turn our wo to joy? 

Then, with faith and love, though friendless, 

We are rich beyond compare; 
And with hope, whose dreams are endless, 

Music charmeth everywhere. 

Cherish not regretful sorrow, 

Which will ever be in vain; 
But remember that to-morrow 

May relieve thee from thy pain. 



HYMN. 



When the storms and the clouds of the earth will assail 



ns, 



And oar thoughts wander wide, o'er a dark, heaving 



sea; 



What rock, ohl what hope, in the world will avail us — 
Where, where is there refuge, save only in Thee? 

May Thy love bear us onward, adown time's dark tide, 
Till, in peace and in quietness, seek we the grave; 

The soul, thence aiising, shall flourish in pride. 
And trust in the Saviour who died, it to save. 

Where'er we our gaze would in thankfulness turn, 
That God such great blessings on man has bestowed, 

We always find something that leads us to mourn, 
For thorns, more than flowers, on our pathway are 
strowed. 

But the sorrows of earth we should never repine. 
When knowing they always were sent for some good; 

We can never deserve what God's mercy divine 
Has purchased for us through the Lamb's precious 
blood. 



HYior. 
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Yes, we know we've a Friend who will never forsake us • 
Who draws us, in love, to His pardoning side; 

And affliction will ne'er be so hard as to break us. 
And we 'U trust in Him always, whatever betide. 

Sin and sorrow surround us, wherever we go; 

Has alone been our portion since leaving the womb; 
And we ne'er will find rest from its power bek)w, 

And it still will enslave us till welcome the tomb. 




HOME. 



Oh ! who the fond delights of home can tell ! 
What rising thoughts in quick succession swell I 
Emotions varied wake the breast to flame ; 
Each finer impulse startles at the name ; 
Trickles the tear adown the furrow'd face, 
The long-lost scenes of innocence to trace. 
The train is touched, the blessed influence felt ; 
Unfeeling, hard the heart that does not melt. 
Still the fond lessons that the mother taught — 
Still th' example from the father caught — 
All linger round : remembrance, ever dear, 
Brings their loved voices to the distant ear. 
The evening circle ranged around the fire — 
The oft-read legend that could never tire — " 
The fam'ly Bible on the little stand — 
The old-time clock, magnifi.'ently grand — 
Each, all presented to the tearful view, 
And retrospection tells the aspect true. 

The youth who would the walks of wealth explore^ 
Or seek his fortune on a foreign shore, 
Oft turning round, a lingering look will cast 
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On that dear borne where hia first days were pass'd ; 
And all in vain he strives to check the sigh — 
Repentant tears will gather in his eye*. 

Look once again, and see the gentle bride — 
Her father's hope, her mother s only pride ; 
Ho^ long she clings around that mother's neck, 
Ere she will leave, and strives, in vain, to speak I 
Again receives her father's parting kiss. 
And looks her last, whore all her hours were bliss. 

In southern climes, beneath a scorching sun — 
In boundless forests, or in deserts dun. 
Where the simoom, death-breeding, whistles by — 
In any place beneath the vanlted sky. 
If home be found, all other feelings rest ; 
That single word can soothe the troubled breast. 
No other place possesses half the charm : 
If heard, unheeded is each new alarm. 



oniLDnooD, 



In days of yore, when all was fresh and fair— 

J^ar brighter skies, and soft and balmy air ; 

In days long past, and never to return, 

With few, few cares, though harder ones to learn ; 

When o'er our prospects, then, there hung nO haze^ 

How sweet the mem'ry of those youthful days I 

In early morning, ere the sun on high 
Darted his blazing beams athwart the sky. 
O'er many a grassy meadow would I go — 
Visionary, for jouth is always so — 
And often scale, alone, the mountain's brow. 
There, standing on its height and looking down 
In the far distance, could be seen the town, 
While at its base, spread out before the view. 
The velvet meadows sparkled with the dew. 
The gloomy forest was my still retreat ; 
The brook so softly munn'ring at my feet ; 
Besting my head upon my hand, I lay. 
And, happy, dream'd the uivlold hours awa/r 
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Those hoars are past, and lifers sweet dajr-spring o'er ;. 

Reality comes Id, and I can dream no more. 

Yet often, in the calm, still hours of night, 

Nature, fond nature, will assert her right ; 

And I will live those moments o'er again, 

When, free from care, without a thought of pain, 

This life was sweet, in childhood's happy reign. 

Those days are past, yet oft I drop the tear, 

Alone, in solitude, when none are near. 

To thmk those hours of guilelessness and glee 

Can never, never more come back to me^ 



LINES. 



I LOVE, when the hours of day are gone, 

To sit in the twilight and muse alone, 

When not a leaf by the wind is stirred, 

And the lightest sound is distinctly heard. 

Ohl then, far from trouble, from care and from pain, 

Once more the soul is itself again. 

1 can think of the days that have swiftly passed by, 

As a meteor that flits o'er the moonless sky, 

Or the faint twinkling star, this moment so bright, 

But the next swallowed up in the blackness of night. 

Those days, none so happy I ever can see! 

They flashed but a mome t in brightness and glee, 

And are now far behind me on life's troubled sea. 

Ohl green were those isles where I never can play, 

One long summer morning, an unclouded day. 

I have dreamed many a dream since that spring-time of 

Hfe, 
But with bitter experience those dreams have been rife. 
And ne'er, ne'er again, where innocence grew. 
Shall I waft back ray bark, beloved islands, to you. 
Yet sweet, when the hours of day are gone, 
To sit, in the twilight, and muse alone, 
And pensively think of the days that have flown. 



SABBATH MORNING. 



Faintly gleams the morning gray, 

It is the holy Sabbath day — 

The day above all others blest, 

The day of worship and of rest. 

Stillness reigns, and all around 

Is wrapt in quietness profound. 
Oh 1 1 do love this holy morn — my soul 
Receives a glimpse of heaven, and soars beyond cpntroli 

Where nature's milder glories spread, 

O'er the grassy turf I tread; 

Or in the forest, muse, sublime. 

Upon the mysteries of time, 

For contemplation, by my side, 

Where'er I roam, is still my guide. 
She leads through many a glorious scene. 
And the most pleasant paths are always hers, I ween. 

List, the sound that meets the ear. 
Of the bells, so soft and clear. 
Floating on the mellow air. 
Those solemn chimes their 8UBimo\i%V^^»^\ 
J 
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Floating over hill and dale, 
Their peaceful warning cannot fail. 
They call on man his Maker's name to proise, 
His mandates to obey, and walk in wisdom's ways. 



SMILES AND TEARS 



Though the sky be o'ercast^ 
Though the storm may impend; 

Not long will it last, 
Nor far is its end 



The bright snn again 
Will light up the sky, 

So sorrow and pain 
From mortals most fly. 

When balmy the air, 
On lif^^ rapid stream. 

No rocks appear there; 
All seems but a dream. 

But the tempest will rise. 
Where all looked so gay. 

And so pleasure flies, 
With the hour, away. 



IdO 



SMILBS AKD TBABSr 

When, burden'd with grief. 
The soal sinks within, 

That sorrow is brief- 
Soon joj must begin. 

If happ7 to^aj, 

Beware of the morrow 
J'or, passing awaj, 

It leaves you in sorrow. 



THE SAME. 



When midnight reigns, in quietness profotand, 
With scarce a discord borne upon the air, 
I love to muse, in wakefuhiess profound, 
And ponder themes of fitting import there. 
Throughout this scene of labor and of care. 
Some, clad in velvet slippers, softly go — 
Whose hearts are dvil, who ne'er breathe a prayer, 
Yet roll in wealth, nor seem to suflfer wo; 
Nor even a few short hours of misery to know. 

Others there are, unhappy from their birth, 
To outward show, who never find repose; 
Who wander, weary, through the rugged earth; 
Whose bliss in life but seems to be its close. 
Their daily course in no smooth channel flows; 
They oft appear beneath their load to sink; 
Theur wants and foibles made the sport of foes; 
Their comforts few, men cannot choose but think 
The cup of wo reserved, they ta«te the bitter drink. 

But hidden life, with influence more deep, 
Yields not the palm to outward sign and show; 
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Those now so gay, in solitude may weep, 
Lamenting griefs which they alone can know.. 
And, though the tide of fortune onward go, 
And in their happiness appears no void, 
Still discontent will coils around them throw* 
By fancied ills, and wounded pride annoyed, 
Tbeur souroB of happiness forever is destroyed. 



LIFE. 



What home without the loved and lost, 
Who slnmber silent in the groand? 

By grief no more the sonl is tost; 
The rest is won, the haven foond. 

The world no more, with feelings mde, 
Shall trample down the noble heart — 

Still others stand where they have stood, 
Who in their torn will have to part 

Thus life is in the midst of death, 
Thns one by one will seek their home, 

And, yielding up their latest breath. 
Through earthly scenes no more will roam. 



FAME. 



Ah I what is like the noble mind 
That soars above the common crowd^ 

Where it a loftier spot may find, 
And see the world before it bowed — 

Catch from its God a spark divine, 
Each hoar increasing to a flame. 

And, like a steadfast planet, shine 
Through unborn ages still the same ? 

And when the earth shall pass away, 
And heaven's unfading joys succeed; 

There will be owned its mighty sway — 
A glorious destiny, indeed. 



TWILIGHT. 



The orb of day, now thron'd on high, 
May dart his dazzling beams around, 

Yet 't is not then the thoughtful eye, 
Fix'd on the deepest lore is found. 

Not where the moon, with gentle ray, 
Is gilding scenes of beauty rare, 

Would I, in pensive dreams, delay. 
Or taste exquisite rapture there. 

But when, at twilight's dewy hour. 
The shades of evening round us close ; 

Ohl then we feel the spirit's power, 
And sink in musings to repose. 



A DIRGE. 



And thou art gone! the last, the best, 

The most beloved of all; 
How can my heart again be blest, 

My love survive thy fall ? 
The dearest tie I knew on earth 

Is now forever broken; 
Hashed is the voice, whose tones of mirth 

Can ne'er again be spoken. 

Happier far! from all the cold 

And stinging scorn of those 
Whose soals were cast in coarser mould. 

Blest spirit, now repose. 
And oh I if love survives its clay, 

To me the bliss is given, 
To, hopeful, wait a brighter day. 

Where thou shalt bloom in heaven. 



FRAGMENT. 



The solver moon, now throned on high. 
Unclouded in her majesty, 

Makes objects far and near. 
Tinged by her soft and mellow light, 
That Bteals athwart the gloom of night. 

More beautiful appear. 

Ah I welcome eyening's holy hour, 
While sparkling gems increase her dower. 

That, beaming from afar. 
So small and yet so beauteous seem, 
It might be liken'd to a dream 

To gaze upon a star. 



FAMILIAR SPIRITS. 



Strange voices strike upon the ear, 
Sometimes sad, bat often gay, 

And they whisper doubt and fear, 
Or they rouse the spirits' play. 

Familiar spirits, that may be 

Sad and gloomy, wild and free. 

The moods of mind, that all have known, 
Changing with each fleeting hour, 

When the days of youth have flown, 
Still possessing equal power; 

By some unknown, some hidden cause, 

Subject to none of nature's laws. 



IMPLORA PACE. 



The year is dying to-day. 
All his griefs and all his joys, 
With his aged form and his gilded toys^ 

In the grave shall moulder away. 

A bright JTew Year ! And so was the last, 
Commencing with hopes as high, 
As cheerful a sun, and as blue a sky, 

And mem'ries of happiness past. 

It opened ^hen peace ruled the world -^ 
When nations arrayed not in arms, 
Distracted by terror and mortal alarms^ 

Their swords unsheathed and flags unfurled. 

In its course the monster arose, 

And war is again in the land ; 

His cloudy wings and dusky form expand; 
And o'er frail mortals eyils close. 
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This, this is the thorn in the flesh ; 

This alone dims the gay New Year ; 

On this we look with a regretful tear. 
Arise, let us begm afresh. 

Old Year, the nations did agree, 

And hailed thy birth with tmstfnl eyes — 
Bat strife soon came. So now will cahn arise. 

It is not far. Implora Pace. 



THE WIDOWED WIPE'S REFLECTIONS. 



Ah I bitter is the fate that leaves 
The human heart o'erflowed with wo ; 

Our fondest hope too oft deceives : 
If all thus fades, where shall we go ? 

There is one refuge left; one arm 
Forever is outstretched to save; 

It shall preserve us safe from harm, 
And resurrect us from the grave. 

No more my grief I will repme — 
I '11 strive to tread a belter way; 

My little light shall ever shine, 
That others may be brought to day. 

My path is clear; I know, by faith, 
There is a land where gladness reigns; 

Where we shall triumph over death, 
And know the tempter bound in chains. 

Thus, husband, when we both shall meet— 
When this short journey shall be o'er, 

In happier realms we '11 walk the street, 
And reign triumphant evermore. 



SONG. 



Over the waters, away, away, 

While the mellow evening falls 
On ruinous towers, time-honored and gray, 

From the ivy that clings to their walls. 
A sound from the shore, we have heard it before, 

'Tis the bell that is solemnly ringmg; 
It tells that the hours of day are o'er. 

And moonlight its shadows is bringing. 



Steadily ply on the glancing oar. 

That flings the white foam-bells aside; 
Exulting in dreams, we will roam evermore,' 

With love, only love, for our guide. 
While the blue depths of ocean are calm and clear, 

And the sailor is thinkmg of friends. 
Who will welcome him home with a smile and a tear, 

When his peril with wandering ends. 



A^DIRGE, 



We moura for the spirit departed — 
The soul that hath songht its sphere; 

Yet we grieve not as those broken-heartedy 
For his presence is still with us here. 

In memory still we are shaking, 
The leaves from learning's green tree; 

Bat the morning has come that was breaking,. 
And darkness and doubt cannot be. 

We pine for the love that you bore us, 

The sound of thy trustful voice; 
But the grave has received thee before us^ 

And the Saviour has bid thee rejoice. 

Now, nevermore roaming together. 

By the cords of sympathy tied. 
Shall we wander alone in the heather. 

Too happy each other beside. 

K 



OHI SING TO ME SOFTLY AND SWEET- 



Oh I siDg to me softly and sweet; 

Let the echoes die faintly away, 
Like the music of waters that sileutly meet, 

Or the lingering tokens of day. 
Not mournful, though full of repose; 

Not solemn, though holy and pure; 
Let it murmur all swelling through each frequent close, 

And with richness and feeling allure, 
^olian-like breathings of soul let there be, 
Through all the wind gusts of that melody. 



rp * * * 



AbI linger still, thou dearest blesdng, 

Saabeam on a gloomy way; 
What good, unshared, is worth possessii^f 

I would have thee with me stay. 
Still around my heart there lingers, 

Wove by thee, a fairy spell; 
By the touch of thy soft fingers, 

I can never say farewell. 

Leave me not in gloomy sorrow — 

Disappointed, to repine; 
I a little light would borrow, 

For alone I ne'er can shine. 
Lent by thee, (brever near me, 

T would, indeed, a blessing prove; 
Each moment would the more endear thee^ 

Adding fuel to my love. 






TO * * * 



I Vb an image in my heart, that's therer 
To stay till life shall close — 

That cheers me when depress'd by care,. 
To triumph o'er my woes. 

It is what all might envy me — 

So dear, so bright a prnse; 
'T is worth the riches of the sea, 

The glories of the skies. 

Though I in distant lands should roam; 

Or glory in a name — 
That star would lead the wand'rer home^ 

A brighter far than fame. 

Mix'd with my God's, that image lies, 

Far, far from mortal view, 
And when I'm summoned to the risies. 

It will go with me, too. 



TO MY AUNT, 

«0N TAX imATH OF HEB LITTLE DAUGHTSB^ JULIA BANDS. 



And is she gone, forever gone? 

God was the giver — 
And He has called thy blessed one — 
Her journey o'er, her short life done — 

To live with Him forever, 

No harm can ever reach her there — 

Weeping cannot be; 
And her pare spirit, free as air, 
Shall roam, with angels bright and faii^ 

Through all eternity. 

Then, mother, you your tears should diy; 

Life's way 's uneven — 
There is a rest beyond the sky, 
A hope will check the rising sigh^ 

To meet her there in heaven. 



THE CRADLE AND THE GRAVE. 



Sleep yet awhile! For the tempest will rise; 
Change not that smile — 't is a gem — 't is a prize; 
Close the bright orbs, in thine innocence rest — 
Slomber, sweet babe, on thj mother's breast. 

Hark! 'tis a PoeanI in heaven it sings, 

From the great white throne of the King of Eangs. 

To the sound of harps, 't is borne on the air, 

A message from bliss to earth and its care. 

The hymn for a new-born soul! how it swells! 

Oh! who can guess what its meaning tells? 

Doth it speak of a destmy pure and high — 
Doth it whisper of good, as its echoes die? 
Or is evil the note? Is there vice in its tope? 
The widow's tear, and the orphan's groan? 
Sound your sweet strains, ye heavenly host — 
God alone can know what that soul has cost* 

n. 

Tis over; the vision has faded away; 
rr is a pulseless form, 'tis a clod of clay. 



THE CRADLE AND THE GIlAVE. 
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Life has fled; the limbs are stiffen'd in death; 

The haven is won, and spent is the breath. 

The grave has conquered — the conflict is fought — 

But God shall redeem what His blood has bought. 

And heaven is mute — no anthem now 

Floats from the spheres to the world below. 

There comes no sound and there swells no strain. 

For the soulless dust is itself again. 

Yet when time shall be o'er, and the mom shall rise, 

T will ring doubly clear through the beautiful skies. 

And its theme will be: " Glory to Him who died," 

And the tyrant, Daath, on his throne, defied. 

He has conquered — all glorious the notes will ascend 

That welcomed the new-born to sing of its end. 



SONG. 



My true love, my own one, 

With bright golden hair; 
Of maidens I've known none 

With thee to compare. 
All kindness and blessings 

To thee, dear, belong; 
Thy favor possessing, 

Shall make my sonl strong. 

Sweet flower that, budding. 
Shall bloom in the rose — 

Ev'ry star, heaven studding. 
Thy gentleness knows. 

Who, who could forget thee, 
Though others beguile. 
And bask in thy smile ? 

None, none who have met thee. 






HYMN. 



Heavenly Father, let Thy voice, 
Bid my trembling heart rejoice; 
I have wander'd far away — 
Oh I point me to a brighter day; 
Rebel, sinner, though I stand. 
Stay, oh, stay Thy righteous hand; 
Let me, not to darkness driven, 
Lose ray ev'ry hope of heaven. 
Oh I may Thy presence be my guide, 
Throughout this world of sin and pride, 
And receive me safe at last. 
When the gates of death are past. 
Ohl once again Thy grace renew. 
Help me to fight the conflict through ; 
And if I leave the beaten track, 
Though by scourging, lead me back. 
I can bear, sustained by Thee, 
Afiiiction, scorn and misery. 
Farewell. I bid you all adieu — 
I care not, earthly hopes, for you — 
I give myself to God anew. 
In His seivice I can find 
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Bat sach is not the case; for calm content 
May dwell in such a home; the happy heart, 
The joyous laugh, that bodes no calking care, 
May be its inmates; the guardian augel 
Peace, that spreads with flowers the path of life. 
May hover over it, and poverty, 
Instead of degradation and a <curse, 
Be rightly judged a blessmg. 
I8&6. 



VALENTINE. 



When two fond hearts together beat^ 
When souls are blended into one, 

This life on earth is made more sweet, 
And happier here our course we runr. 

Ohl Love, the soother of our care. 
The light 'ner of our heaviest woes; 

How blest are we when we can share 
The bliss that scarce an angel knows f 



LINES. 



I dress'd in Sunday's suit, the best, 

And hoped to prove a welcome guest. 

Now, Sallie's home was on the hill; 

There I repaired when all was still. 

The stars were twinkling over head, 

And birds and beasts had gone to bed. 

But sooth, on this eventful night, 

I felt myself a bashful wight — 

However, we were left alone. 

While sweetly shone the silver moon. 

Now to begin my dreaded task: 

I must my lovely Sallie ask. 

To quit, for me, her parents' side. 

Instead of daughter, be a bride. 

I threw myself upon my knees: 

** Dear Sallie — would you — could you — please? '^ 

But everything had slipped my head. 

And so I, in confusion, said: 

** I 'm sound m body and in mind; 

If you are bo, then we '11 be joined 1 " 



WOMAN. 



Woman — like an April day, 
That weeps, then smiles the tears away 
So thou as changeable we view, 
Forever seeking something new. 



SOLITUDE. 



In solitude the poet writes his theme; 

In solitude indulges in his dream — 

In solitude the Christian breathes his prayer. 

And God-like man but shows his genius there. 

L 



FRAGMENT, 



The thunder bellow 'd round, 

And shook the burdened air; 
Came through the void profound 

The lightning's vivid glare; 
Deep darkness reign'd around, 

Save when the flash was there. 
Rock'd the mountain on its base, 
Aj loth to leave its native place; 
The waves of ocean lash'd the shore 
With a deep resounding roar, 
And whelm'd the ship with her living crew, 
As loudly shriek'd the wild sea-mew. 



A WISH. 



Oh I give me but a cottage home, 

With her I love the best; 
'Mid this wide world no more to roam, 

In search of peace and rest. 
Oh I give me but aflTection's groap 

Around the homble hearth ; 
Let worldly wisdom stand aloof 

From ties of heavenly birth. 



VERSES. 



The starry night — dear mother earth — 

I listened by her side ; 
The moonlight night — snch joy had birth, 

Near thee, my bonny bride 

That was to be — I heard the sea, 

Beat on the rocky shore; 
And she was there, was there with me, 

My love — the hollow roar 

Made music still — her lustrous eyes, 

So full of tender care, 
So blue — I heard the low replies 

Of echo in the air — 

Were bent on mc witli fondest gaze — 

The distant spheres rang on 
As though to ch.i nt their Maker's praise — 

JShe said — we will be one. 



\ 



ELYSIUM. 



Gome, in the shape of rest. 

On mossy seat reclined, 
Beneath the noon-day shade, 
By taming branches made, 

Gommoning with the mmd. 

Sweet odors wafted on the balmy air, 
From blushing roses, spotless lilies, where 
The bubbling brook, its quiet sound 
Breaks on the stillness, deep, profoond. 
And woos the mind from carking care. 
In dreams, 
Shut oat from sultry beams, 
Elysium might be there. 

Gome, like the solemn nighty 
And the pale moon on high. 

Where the light skiff glides 

O'er calm, unruffled tides, 
'Neath an Italian sky. 

The limpid waves, where fairy foam-bells rest. 
The snowy swan all fearlessly might breast^ 
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And the reflected, stany gleam 
Of the thoasand lamps that beam. 
The distant homesteads of the blest. 

In love, 
That doth the inward spirit move, 

Then thou 'rt Elysium's gnest. 



PEERLESS AND PROUD. 



Peerless and proud — 

A thousand lamps shed radiance round; 
Musi i and dancin>^, 
Airy forms glancing, 

The laugh, the revel, and the feast abound; 
But thy cold heart is bowed, 
Peerless and proud. 

Peerless and proud — 

Thy step is not so bounding as of yore; 
For thou must learn 
That those who spurn 

Sweet love, shall find this world a barren shore. 
Pass with the thoughtless crowd, 
Peerless and proud. 

Peerless and proud — 

Thou to thy feet dost many a lover bring, 
Goddess divine, 
Yet none are thine, 

Thou evanescent, yet inspiring thing. 
Beauty becomes the shroud, 
Peerless and proud. 
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Peerless and proud — 

Thy burning eyes shall yet be wet with tears, 
And their dark light 
Shall sink in night, 

Through the great sorrow of thy coming years 
Thy grief so deep, not loud, 
Peerless and proud. 



DUST, DUST, DUST. 



Dust, dust, dnst — 

And the fairest things that be, 
Dust, dnst, dust, 

Shall moulder soon in thee. 
And the clammy skin, 

And the hollow eye, 
And the gasping breath. 

And the lengthened sigh. 

Oh I fearful shi, 
Th]|idoom is death. 

Dust, dnst, dust — 

And the dark and gloomy grave, 
Dust, dust, dust. 

And the whispering ocean wave, 
Where the earth-worm breeds 

In the rotting form, 
And the pearls lie deep 

In their chambers warm. 

Oh I sin, thy seeds 
Have made men weep. 



SONNET. 



'T IS strange how many different aims are foand 
Throughout the compass of this lower life; 
In good and evil both it doth abound, 
And the two, clashing, fill the world with strife. 
And yet of beauty, truth and holiness 'tis rife; 
Pilled to the brim, on overflowing cpp, 
Tendered to men that they may drink it up, 
And taste the sweetness that a Father's hand 
Has poured, like water, oVr the troubled land. 
But still how many can His love withstand; 
And when He only asks them to enjoy 
Their blessings great, perverse, will make alloy, 
And waste, in vain complainings, all their days, 
That should be given to their Maker's praise. 



SONN ET. 



Sure, we were never born to live an hoar, 

And die forever, yielding np our breath ; 

There must be, and there is, a higher Power, 

Whose mighty arm can conquer tyrant Death. 

Turn, then, atheist, nature's book unfold, 

And read what there is traced in words of gold: 

There is a God! it speaks in ev'ry flower, 

In ev'ry star that twinkles overhead, 

Where the blue vault, a queen whose glorious dower 

The fabled East might strive, in vain, to mate, 

Proclaims aloud against the thought of fate. 

Awake, thou dreamer, ere it be too late; 

Oh I cease to hope, until thou 'li; reconciled 

Unto thy God, thou e'er canst be His child. 



S N N ET 



?rt^ 



The mighty spirit of the mighty God, 
That leads His people in their narrow way, 
As though His owu most holy presence flowM 
Around our hearts, and changed the night to day. 
His Word revealed it, tells us to obey, 
And when He smites, to kiss His chastening rod. 
Around our heads the beams of heaven play — 
A foretaste of that bright and blessM abode. 
Oh, let us not be saved as though by fire; 
Give us a holier life, a great desire 
To be more like to Thee than morning ray, 
And to Thine owu, may every thought aspire. 
There's not a tear of ours is shed for nought, 
For by Thy precious blood our souls were bought. 



TO WOMAN. 



Fond hearts and true, our devotion receive, 
Who only through you can in goodness believe; 
We bow, thoii commanding, and honor the shrine, 
Of ever-expanding affection divine. 

'T is thou that can guide us to bliss, or to wo; 
While thou art beside us, no sorrow we know. 
While we wander through life, our burdens to bear, 
May woman, sweet woman, still go with us there. 

Then be thy ambition to cheer ns to-day, 
To lighten affliction, and point us tiie way; 
To share in our sorrows, whatever they may be. 
Through all the to-morrows on life's troubled sea. 



SYMPATHY. 



When grief the haman heart assails, 
Aud sorrow for the time prevails, 
How soothing, then, for friendship near 
To drop the sympathetic tear I 
The weary breast finds sweet relief 
To have a partner in its grief, 
And coufideiice supports the mind, 
And makes the suff rer more resign'd. 
When hope departs, and friends have flown, 
Oh I then the deepest grief is known; 
Aud all that rises to the view 
Serves but the sorrow to renew. 
Each little word that once was spoken, 
And evVy prized, though worthless token, 
Brings to. the mind some promise broken, 
Aud, worn away by grief and pain. 
The stricken soul may strive, in vain, 
Its wonted gladness to regain. 
But, when surrounded by the few 
That in its buoyancy it knew, 
It is a light and easy thing 
To triumph over suffering. 



SUMMER E V M . 



Fairy lights together blend, 
As the shades of eve iiupeiid. 
And upon the world dtscend, 

** What a landscape meetR the sight," 
As the moon, wiih orient light, 
Gilds the blackness ot the night I 

On the soft and bahny air, 
Coolly blowing, tresh and fair, 
Floats the breath of flowers rare. 

And from oat the shady grove. 
The nightingale her song of love 
Shigs in tones the heart to move. 

And within that sacred shade, 
There the lover meets \ he maid, 
Tender, hoping, hall-afraid. 

*' Eastward now the shadows lean," 
In the moonlight's ^oltened t<]u.on- 
Earth was neer so fair, 1 ween. 



184 SUMMER EVE. 

Oil the distant mountain's brow 
The softest colors that we know, 
Blended in confusion, glow. 

And, sweetly striking on the ear, 

The evening bells, now far, now near, 
Ciiiming, chiming, high and clear. 

List y<.' to the soothing sound. 
As the merry peals ring round, 
Thn/ugh the stillness so i)roround. 

Hark! " they set the echoes flying,'' 
In the distance " dying, dying," 
Like the soun 1 of low winds sighing. 

1854. 



THOUGHT. 



Within what bonnds, what regions e'er confined? 

The aid of wisdom, human life's best friend; 
Witliout thee who would Itnow the greatness of the mind, 

Thou monitor, which death alone can end, 

To rise again and up to heaven ascend? 

Thought I As chainless as the heaving deep — 
Now here, now there, with e?'ry wind that blows; 

Thy power felt e'en when wc 're locked in sleep — 
Thj full extent what mortal ever knows? 
His guide, companion, wheresoe'er he goes. 

Thou, in thine energy beyond control, 
Can soar; on angel-wings survey the sky; 

With lightning speed may stray from pole to'^pole — 
Ride on the blast, as loud it whistle;^ by, 
Or with the colors of the raiubow vie. 

Those who have gone to Canaan's happy shore; 

The friend, the brother, sister, husband, wife, 
Appear on earth to those they loved before 

By thj blest aid; still tread the walks of life; 

Resume, in visions, once again its strife. 



SERENADE, 



TCekt met, in secret, and both knew 

That either (elt the same; 
And, though shut out from worldly Tiew, 

All brightly burnt the flame. 

And in the busy walks of life, 
If she, by chance, pass'd by. 

The man forgot his eager strife. 
Enchanted by her eye. 

And when night brought the silver moon, 

And all the stars above, 
They never thought it came too soon; 

For then they spoke their love. 



DEATH OF HEROD* 



Upon his glittering throne, 

In royal robe arrayed — 
His every look and tone^ 

By servile slaves obeyed — 
King Herod sat in state, 

And would the God assomei 
To meet his certain fate — 

His everlasting doom. 

He rais'd his voice on high, 

And spoke to those around— 
A God, a God, they cry, 

And louder grows the sound. 
No more the king may say 

He took the honor given^ 
Borne by the wind away, 

That cry ascends to heaveiK 

A rushing sound was heard, 
A low and painful moan; 

The angel of the Lord 
Smote Herod on his throne. 



188 DEATH OP nBBOD,- 

The people now no more 
The dreaded king may hear^. 

They called a God before, 
In wonder and in fear. . 



•p ^ * * 



Purest and brightest, a vision of light, 
She rose in her beauty, and dazzled my sight j- 
Alone, all alone, while my soul is depressed, 
I sigh for the peace that can ne'er be my guest. 

OhI earth were a heaven, if she were but there^ 
Where, hopeful and sanguine, I often repair — 
Then in silence, despairing, my doom I repine. 
And sigh for the bliss that can never be mine. 
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EVENING MUSINGS 



When the hours of day are gone, 
And the night comes slowly on — 
In the twilight musing, then, 
The soul becomes itself again. 
In that quiet time there strays, 
Through the long and dreary haze. 
Memories of other days. 
Calm and peaceful o'er the mind, 
Which with silken cords they bind, 
Heralded by grateful tears, 
Gome those ghosts of other years. 
In that phantom, cloud like train 
Mortal! behold thyself again. 
Life is mysterious, and thy way 
O'er many a barren heath may lay; 
But where 'er the devious track, 
Memory will point thee back. 
Ohl there are moments when we feel 
O'er the fainting spirit steal 
Such joy a5 mortals seldom know, 
While traveling in this world below. 
It must be that some power within, 



Stronger than anght e^se e'er bath been,. 

Controls our wand' ring stops by love^ 

Like that which rules the courts aboye^ 

I could sit in silence now, 

While the mountain's misty brow, 

Freed from the glaring light of day^ 

And showing in the distance grey, 

Has a beauty that is known 

Only when its hours have flown. 

I could sit alone and dream 

Of many a high and solemn theme^ 

Till the morning's dawning light, 

Quick dispels the shades of night, 

And feel a peaceful longing for 

A home where weeping is no more^. 



THE CHRISTIAN. 



Where shall the wearied spirit find repose? 
Where flee from strife and its attendant woes? 
When press 'd by care, or when uffliction near, 
Will cause this world too dreary to appear, 
Where shall we turn? alas! we look in vain; 
** There is no pleasure where there is no pain." 
How wisely, then, the better part to choose. 
Which, sought aright, our God will not refuse. 
Though shadows still will linger on our way, 
To watch, and, hopeful, wait a brighter day; 
To live by faith, and when our time shall come, 
Go calmly, trustful, to the silent tomb. 
If, in this life, we wander from the tratk. 
Will not His sov 'reign justice lead us back? 
Will not again the day-spring from on high 
Illume with light the too despairing eye? 
Shall not we feel, however low we fall, 
His grace, so free, can triumph over all? 
Oh! Christian, covet not the joys of earth — 
Beside thine own, how little are they worth! 
How poor the rest the wicked find below. 
Compared with what we shall hereafter know. 
Oh! lift thine eyes, though wearied and depressed, 
Thine is a blessed, an eternal rest. 

1855. 



LINES. 



When from its source the spirit vaiolj turns 
To seek the wisdom tiiat in learning burns; 
When all thd stars that stud the bkj above, 
And brightet 'mongst them the pure star of love, 
Fade from his vision, that lo earth is bound, 
Where is there ecstacj or rapture fouud? 
Can worldly accents sooth the troubled soul, 
Jehovah ^s promise scarcely can control? 
Turn, turn thy gaze; to brighter visions rise; 
Live for the home thou hast beyond the skies. 
Lift up the head that sinks beneath the blow. 
Thine only Comforter, the Father, know. 

Immortal Spirit, that hast won, before, 
Millions of beiugs to that happy shore, 
Descend and veil our weary hearts in light. 
That long have slumber'd in eternal night. 
Pour out thy blessings on our recreant heads, 
And point the way where heavenly wisdom lea(^s. 
Taught by no master but that Mighty One, 
Together to the goal of peace we '11 run. 
Oh I what are worldly honors, when compared 
With those the Father for His own prepared. 
Descend, blest Spirit! Veil the wandering sight, 
And send, in mercy, thy^eelcstial light. 



SONG FOR MUSIC 



Sweet dream of a brighter lot. 

Yet with me stay; 
Oh I visit my lowly cot — 

Flee not away. 
When the daylight is gone, 
And the night comcth on, 

Steep me in reverie, 
Dreamy repose, 

Thinking alone of thee^ 
Rose, lovely Rose I 

Oh ! teach me a purer strain. 

That sweetly flows; 
Banish each care and p«tt*n 

Which this heart knows. 
Gnide me to upper air — 
To Fancy's realms repair; 

Forever I 'm thine, 
Till life shall close; 

Oh! couldst thou be mine^ 
Rose, lovely Rosel- 



A NATIONAL ANTHEM. 



I GLORY in my country, 

So proud and nobly free; 
I glory in her navy, 

That grandly decks the sea* 
Hers is a peaceful union 

Of many States in one, 
Where independence dwelleth, 

And laurels may be won. 

United States, United States, 

Your eagle emblem stands, 
A beacon to a wairing world, 

A hope to many lands. 
Beneath it rang the battle cry, 

On earth and ocean's breast, 
Until her many foes went by, 

And freedom sought the West. 

United States, United States, 
Oh I keep thy end in view; 

Old England, stormy France awaits, 
To prove thy mission true* ' " 



A NATIONAL ANTHEM. 195 

All eyes are tnrned npon thy shore, 

To see the problem solved; 
By faction and by doabt no more 

Let Union be dissolved. 



United States, United States, 

If heaven be thy guide, 
The ship of Union still shall float, 

And cv'ry billow ride. 
The stormy seas may howl around. 

And beat upon her side, 
But God shall tet their ev'ry bound. 

And calm the heaving tide. 



United States, United States, 

The one that sc eks thy harm, 
Parched be his mouth, and dumb his tonguei 

And palsied be his arm. 
Oh! fling thy banner to the breeze, 

Let all thy fions arise — 
Shout freedom o'er the distant seas, 

Till echo reach the skies. 



I glory in my country, 
So proud and nobly free; 

I glory in her navy, 

That grandly decks the sea. 



196 A NATIONAL ANTHEM. 

Hers is a peaceful uuion 
Of many States in one, 

Where iadtpend-^nce dwelleth, 
Aad laurels may be won. 
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